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Campus Cravings 


INCOMING FRESHMAN 


Carol Lynne 


Dedication 


It was nice to revisit my old friends on campus, but it was 
even nicer to meet the new ones. I’m looking forward to the 
next chapter in these men’s lives. 
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Chapter One 


North Central Idaho University football coach Chet Sloan 
dropped the sheet of paper like it was on fire. “No,” he 
whispered, tapping his fingers on the table. He felt like 
every inappropriate fantasy was coming back to haunt him. 


Swallowing around the lump in his throat, Chet picked up 
the phone and called Justin Nelson. 


“Nelson,” Justin answered. 
“Hey, Coach, it’s Chet. Just read the note you left.” 


“Great news, huh? I couldn’t believe it when Sikes called 
and said he wanted to transfer to NCIU. Do you have any 
idea how many colleges would love to get their hands on 
him?” 


“Why'd he call you instead of me?” Chet asked. Although 
Justin was once the head coach at NCIU, he’d taken a 
position as a junior high school coach after his stroke two 
years earlier. Unfortunately Chet was beginning to regret his 
decision to ask Justin to recruit for him in the off-season. 
Justin had already made a huge impact on the quality of 
players agreeing to play at NCIU, but the newest transfer 
could spell big trouble for Chet. 


“| guess because my name’s listed on the website for 
recruiting. Hell, | didn’t even have to talk the kid into it. He 


asked me to check on credit transfers from the University of 
Arizona and the possibility of a scholarship and that was 
that. | thought you’d be thrilled. Bobby Ray Sikes is the best 
running back in college football. It’s an absolute miracle he 
wants to transfer here.” 


“Not such a miracle. | recruited him out of high school for 
UA,” Chet informed his former boss. 


“So you know him? That’s fantastic. He must think a lot of 
you to transfer before his senior year. If I'd have known, | 
would’ve transferred the call instead of just leaving you the 
note.” 


Chet leaned back in his chair and rubbed his forehead. The 
older he got, the more forehead there was for him to rub. It 
was all his father’s fault he was starting to lose his hair at 
the age of thirty-two. 


“Why do | get the feeling you’re less than happy about 
this?” Justin asked. 


Chet dropped his hand. He knew he should tell Justin the 
truth, but confessing to your mentor that you'd fallen for an 
eighteen-year-old while recruiting him was just plain 
embarrassing. It was downright perverse that he’d begun to 
have dreams about Bobby Ray before the boy had even 
graduated high school. To top off Chet’s shame, Bobby’s 
family had invited him into their home on many occasions, 
treating him more like family than anyone ever had. 


“What aren’t you telling me?” Justin prompted. 


“There’s history there. He didn’t take it well when he heard | 
was leaving UA. Guess I’m not sure how l'Il handle seeing 
him again, but | know it’s good for the school.” 


“It’s great for the school, but if you don’t think you can 
coach him, maybe we need to discuss it before he makes 
the move.” 


Chet had no doubt he could coach Bobby. Although he’d run 
to Idaho to put distance between them, he'd still kept close 
tabs on Bobby’s career. Bobby was one of those players 
meant for greatness. Chet had seen it years earlier when 
Bobby’s high school football coach had sent him videos of 
the young man as a freshman. 


He’d made his first visit to the family when Bobby was a 
junior. Sitting in the stands for the first time watching Bobby 
Ray Sikes play, Chet’s skin had broken out in gooseflesh. At 
the time it was the talent he’d yearned to get his hands on 
and not the young man’s body, but things had changed by 
the time Bobby turned eighteen. For some reason that was 
the magic number as far as Chet’s libido was concerned. It 
was soon after Bobby signed the letter of intent to play for 
the UA that Chet knew he was in trouble. 


Afraid that the NCIU would replace him as head coach in 
favour of getting a big name player like Bobby Ray, Chet 
had little choice. “I can coach him. As a matter-of-fact, I’ve 
got a few ideas of how to improve his game.” 


Justin chuckled. “I didn’t think it was possible to improve his 
game. The kid’s by far the best college player I’ve ever 
seen.” 


“Yeah,” Chet agreed. “When's he due to arrive?” 


“Thursday.” Justin cleared his throat. “He’s...umm... 
requested placement at BK House.” 


“Ahh, shit.” Chet thought of the ramifications of Bobby’s 
decision. Although Chet knew Bobby’s secret, the rest of the 


world didn’t. Living in the privately owned dormitory for gay 
college students would be headline news. “Did you try to 
talk him out of it?” 


“Of course | did, but he’s adamant that he wants to set 
things right before his career goes any further.” 


“What career? If he goes through with this, it could very well 
be career suicide.” Chet knew he had to talk Bobby out of 
making the biggest mistake of his life. “You got a number 
where I can reach him?” 


“Yeah.” Justin read off a number Chet didn’t recognise. 
“Is that a cell?” Chet asked. 


“No. He’s home with his mom right now, but if you’re hoping 
to reach him, you’d better do it now. | think he’s planning to 
head this way later today.” 


Of course he'd be with Ellen. Along with his guilt over the 
way he’d handled things with Bobby, Chet carried the 
knowledge that he hadn’t had the balls to attend Martin’s 
funeral the previous year. Sure he’d sent a large bouquet of 
flowers to the funeral home, but he hadn’t attended or sent 
a personal note. Chet had known it was the coward’s way, 
but it was the only way he could guarantee Bobby’s future 
SUCCESS. 


“Does Ellen know where her son plans to live?” Chet 
doubted it. 


“No idea. | mean she knows where he’s moving, but 
whether or not she knows what BK House is | don’t have a 
clue.” 


“Okay.” Chet had a sinking feeling about the call he was 
about to make. “Let me talk to him and let you know how it 
goes.” 


“I'll be here all afternoon. Unlike you, junior high coaches 
don’t have to start school before the term begins.” 


“Don’t rub it in,” Chet said before ending the call. He stared 
at the name scratched onto the piece of paper. It hadn’t 
taken long after he’d run to Idaho to start thinking of Bobby 
Ray as just Bobby, the name the young man had asked to 
be called. At the time he’d refused, knowing it would blur 
the lines between coach and...something more. A quick 
glance at the clock and he decided to go have some lunch 
before talking to Bobby. Sure he was putting off the 
conversation, but, hell, he’d put it off for three years, what 
was another hour? 


* OK OK OX 


Bobby was winding down from his afternoon exercises when 
the phone rang. “I'll get it,” he told his mom. “Hello?” 


“Bobby Ray?” 


From his reclined position on the sofa, Bobby bolted upright. 
“Chet?” 


There was a moment of silence before Chet spoke again. 
“Justin Nelson just told me you’re interested in transferring 
to Idaho.” 


Bobby detected unease in Chet’s normally smooth voice. 
“It’s a done deal. The only question is whether or not you'll 
let me play ball?” 


“We both know that’s not an option. The college would have 
my head if | refused to let you play, Bobby Ray, and you 
know it.” 


It wasn’t the response Bobby had hoped for. Maybe he’d 
been naive to think Chet would welcome him now that he 
was a few years older. “I’ve asked you more than once to 
please call me Bobby.” 


“I know,” Chet replied. “But Bobby Ray helps me to 
remember who you are.” 


Bobby rolled his eyes. Growing up with two first names had 
been okay. Actually, he still enjoyed hearing all three names 
when he ran out onto the football field, but hearing the 
names from Chet didn’t feel right, and while others 
continued to call him Bobby Ray, he couldn’t imagine a 
lover calling him that. “You’re not planning to quit before | 
get there this time, are you?” 


Chet sighed into the phone. “We both know why | left AU.” 
“I’m not eighteen anymore,” Bobby mumbled. 


“I understand that, but you’re a shoe-in for a first round 
draft pick. Actually, that’s one of the reasons | called. | think 
you should reconsider moving into BK House.” 


“Why, because you think it'll ruin my career? I’ve already 
been over all this with Coach Nelson and my mom. I've lived 
a lie for long enough. There’s no way I’m going to spend the 
rest of my life pretending to be something I’m not.” 


“No one’s asking you to, but throwing your sexuality at the 
press by living in BK House is career suicide.” Chet went 
quiet for just a moment. “Wait a minute. Your mom knows?” 


“Yeah and she’s okay with it, so don’t bring her into it.” 
“Does she know about...?” 


Bobby heard the shame in Chet’s voice. No, he wasn’t about 
to travel down that road over the phone. This was his 
decision, and no one was going to talk him out of it. 
“Dammit, Chet. Listen to what I’m telling you. | won’t live in 
one of the campus dorms. I’ve just spent three years trying 
to live under the watchful eyes of football fans, and I’m sick 
of it.” 


“What if | can find you an alternative? Would you at least 
consider it?” 


Bobby didn’t understand why it was so important to Chet 
where he lived, as long as it wasn’t with him. “I can’t afford 
to live off campus. Unless, of course, you’re offering up your 
place?” He knew it was just wishful thinking and all that. 


“No, but | may be able to find you a room with a like-minded 
individual or two. Let me work on it, and l'Il call you back. 
What time are you leaving today?” 


“I’m not. I’m going with Mom to a doctor’s appointment.” 
“Nothing serious, | hope.” 


Bobby scrambled for something to say. “Not really, but after 
what happened to Dad...well, I’d just feel better leaving 
knowing she’s okay.” His dad’s death the previous year had 
been the hardest thing he’d ever had to deal with, Chet’s 
abandonment being the second, and the realisation that 


he’d probably never make it to pro ball being the third. He’d 
somehow managed to come to grips with the second and 
third items, but his feelings for Chet hadn’t dissipated in the 
least. He still wanted the man more than he’d ever wanted 
anything in his life. 


“Okay. l'Il try to call back before you leave. Do you have a 
cell phone in case | miss you?” 


Bobby glanced at the cell phone sitting on the coffee table. 
“Yeah, but it’s one of those puny prepaid kind. Mom bought 
it for the trip out. She hates the thought of me driving that 
far by myself, but she’s just not up to the trip.” 


“I understand. Here, let me give you my number in case you 
run into any problems on the way,” Chet began. 


“Don’t need it.” Bobby rattled off Chet’s old cell number. 
“That one still good?” 


There was a moment of silence. “Yes. | can’t believe you still 
remember it.” 


“| remember everything,” Bobby said before hanging up. 


The memories of the best night of his life thrust him back 
into the past. It had been a month after his high school 
graduation. He’d travelled to Arizona from Arkansas to look 
at the AU campus for the first time and get expert coaching 
on what he needed to work on over the summer. The trip 
had meant even more to Bobby because the plane ticket 
had been a graduation present from his mom and dad. 


Bobby Ray stepped off the plane and made his way with the 
other passengers to the baggage claim area. He hadn’t 


bothered checking his duffle bag, but had arranged to meet 
Coach Sloan there. 


Rounding the corner, Bobby Ray smiled when he spotted the 
handsome man. “Hey.” He was happily surprised when his 
soon-to-be coach pulled him in for a quick hug. Bobby Ray’s 
eyes drifted shut at the contact, but before he could sink 
deeper into Chet’s touch, his coach pulled back. 


“Is that all you brought?” Chet asked, pointing at Bobby 
Ray’s duffle. 


“Yeah. Mom found out it costs twenty-five bucks to check 
one and repacked for me.” Bobby Ray glanced around at the 
passengers huddled around the luggage carousel. Fools, he 
thought. 


“Well, in that case, I’m parked out this way,” Chet said, 
leading the way towards one of the big doors. “How was 
your flight?” 


“Okay. Long. They gave me a seat in one of the exit rows, 
though, so that helped.” Bobby Ray purposely let Chet walk 
a few paces in front of him in an effort to study the muscled 
butt he’d fantasised a lot about lately. He’d known for years 
that his sexual preferences weren't in line with the other 
guys in his high school, so he’d always used his focus on 
football as an excuse to get out of dating girls. Now that he 
was about to embark on a different chapter in his life, he 
wanted to drop some of his walls and let his true personality 
shine through. 


When Chet suddenly stopped walking, Bobby Ray was so 
busy staring at his ass he didn’t have time to stop his 
forward momentum. “Ooomph,” he grunted, running into 
Chet’s chest. 


“You Okay?” Chet asked,setting a hand on Bobby Ray’s 
shoulder. 


Bobby Ray froze, wondering if his coach had caught him 
staring. “Yeah. Just clumsy today, | guess.” 


Chet gave Bobby Ray’s shoulder a slight squeeze before 
releasing him. “This ts it,” he gestured towards a maroon 
Toyota Highlander. He took Bobby Ray’s bag and tossed it 
into the backseat. 


Buckling his seatbelt, Bobby Ray thought about the days 
ahead. He would only be in town for two more days and 
wanted to try and bridge the gap between friends and 
lovers. Naive, maybe, but he had a goal and he wasn’t 
known for doing anything half-assed. 


For the next ten days Bobby Ray hung on every word Chet 
uttered. He’d never met a man who was so much fun while 
being so down to earth. There wasn’t a single thing about 
Chet that Bobby Ray didn’t find fascinating. Heck the man’s 
hands doing something as simple as turning the knob on the 
radio turned Bobby on. 


It seemed that every night of Bobby Ray’s stay Chet had 
something special planned. So he was more than happy 
when Chet announced they were due for a break on Bobby 
Ray’s last night in town. His plan was to grill steaks and 
swim, maybe watch a movie before turning in early. Bobby 
Ray was secretly thrilled they’d be staying at Chet’s small 
adobe-style house. 


Bobby Ray followed Chet outside to the small backyard. “I 
love it here but it’s so different.” The small backyard was all 
cement and pool with a wide cloth awning that shaded the 
majority of the patio. He was used to his portion of Arkansas 
where the landscape was green and lush. 


Chet lit the gas grill and stepped back. “Yeah, | imagine it'll 
take some getting used to, but you'll fit in soon enough.” 
Chet glanced at Bobby Ray and once again their eyes met in 
a heated stare for several moments before Chet turned 
away. “Why don’t you go ahead and change into your 
swimsuit.” 


“I didn’t bring one.” At home he usually swam in the pond 
behind their house in a ratty pair of cut-off jeans. There was 
no way he was bringing those gross things for a weekend in 
the city. 


“I’ve got a bunch of trunks in my bottom dresser drawer. 
Feel free to find a pair that fit.” Chet placed two foil wrapped 
potatoes on the grill. 


“Aren’t you going to change?” Bobby Ray couldn't wait to 
see Chet in a pair of trunks. His mouth began to water just 
thinking about it. 


“Yeah, once you get changed, l'Il sneak in and grab a pair.” 
Chet didn’t turn to face Bobby Ray although there was no 
longer a reason to stare at the closed grill. 


As Bobby Ray made his way to Chet’s bedroom, he began to 
wonder whether the look they’d exchanged had affected 
Chet as much as it had him. The thought sent another wave 
of arousal through him. 


He stepped foot inside Chet’s room and inhaled deeply. The 
entire bedroom smelt of the citrus cologne Chet seemed to 
favour. It was a man’s scent, something Bobby Ray had only 
dreamed of. Pulling open the bottom drawer, Bobby Ray was 
surprised by how many pairs of swim trunks Chet owned. He 
figured it must be usual for someone who had a pool in their 
backyard. 


With everything from long board shorts to tiny Speedos, 
Chet had a wide selection. Bobby Ray pulled out a pair of 
bright red Speedos and held them up. He doubted he’d ever 
seen anything so damn tiny. Hell, even Bobby Ray’s 
underwear was bigger than the scrap of red fabric. No doubt 
the tight fitting suit would show every bump and hair hidden 
beneath it. 


Grinning like a fool, Bobby Ray tucked the suit under his arm 
and closed the drawer. He was tempted to snoop, but he 
didn’t want to get caught and have it ruin everything. “All 
done,” he called out before slipping into the guestroom. 


Bobby Ray shucked his clothing and pulled on the tight 
Speedo. A quick look in the mirror almost had him backing 
out. Never had he exposed himself so fully outside a locker 
room shower. 


He reached down and readjusted his balls. Satisfied, Bobby 
Ray strolled out to the patio, praying he wasn’t about to 
make a fool of himself. 


“Did you find...?” Chet’s jaw dropped at his first look at 
Bobby Ray. “Oh.” 


Bobby Ray watched Chet’s Adam’s apple bob several times 
as his gaze worked its way down Bobby Ray’s body. “Hope 
you don’t mind,” Bobby Ray said, trying to break the tension 
between them. “I’ve always wondered what something like 
this would feel like.” 


Chet’s eyes remained riveted to Bobby Ray’s growing cock 
for several seconds too long. Gotcha, Bobby Ray thought. 


“I’m sorry,” Chet mumbled, turning to dart into the house. 


With a smile on his face, Bobby Ray followed his coach 
inside. He caught up with Chet in the hallway and reached 
out to place a hand on the man’s broad back. “There’s no 
reason to apologise. I like the way I feel when you look at 
me.” 


Chet finally turned to face Bobby Ray, resting his back 
against the doorframe. “You shouldn't like it. It’s wrong, 
Bobby Ray.” 


For the first time in his life, Bobby Ray hated the name he’d 
been strapped with as an infant. He wanted Chet to see him 
as aman, not a teenager from a hick town, not a football 
player. Bobby stepped closer until his body barely brushed 
Chet’s. “Call me Bobby, please. I’m eighteen. Old enough to 
know what I want and legal enough to get it.” Although he’d 
never kissed a man in passion, Bobby’s mouth slowly 
descended on Chet’s. 


The first touch of Chet’s lips sent Bobby’s body into 
overdrive. He pressed further against the muscled body in 
front of him and opened his mouth. He wasn’t stupid 
enough to think he could pull a kiss off unless he was shown 
the proper way, so Bobby parted his lips and prayed Chet 
would take advantage. 


With a loud groan, Chet’s tongue thrust into his mouth as 
his fingers burrowed in Bobby’s thick hair. Chet’s free hand 
wrapped around Bobby’s waist and pulled their bodies 
together. 


Bobby thrilled at the feel of Chet’s erection pressing against 
him. It was his first exploration and he couldn’t imagine a 
better teacher. He moved from side to side as Chet’s 
continued to explore his mouth. The rub of his cock against 
Chet’s was more than he ever thought it would be. 


When Chet’s hand slipped down to run the length of Bobby’s 
crack through the Speedo, Bobby lost it. His body bucked 
against Chet’s as he broke the kiss to cry out. “Coach!” 


The moment the word escaped Bobby’s mouth, Chet’s body 
went rigid. He pushed Bobby back and escaped into his 
room and slammed the door. 


As relaxed as he ever had been, Bobby slumped against the 
bedroom door. “Chet? Did | do something wrong?” He looked 
down at the mess he’d made of Chet’s swim trunks. He tried 
the doorknob to no avail. “Please talk to me,” he begged. 


“You'd better go change into your street clothes, Bobby 
Ray,” Chet eventually said through the closed door. 


“Why?” Bobby pressed his palm against the door. 
“I’m taking you to the airport.” 


Bobby was left dumbfounded. Was he being thrown out? 
Had he made that big a fool of himself that Chet didn’t even 
want him to stay until morning? A thought suddenly 
occurred to him. He knows I’m a virgin. 


Embarrassed, Bobby fled to the guestroom. While he 
dressed and gathered his clothes, he vowed to learn 
everything he could about pleasing a lover before the 
semester started. Maybe then Chet would see him as Bobby 
and not Bobby Ray. 


“You about ready?” Ellen asked, walking into the living 
room. 


Bobby started, coming out of his memory. He was glad he’d 
grabbed one of the sofa pillows to rest over his hard cock. 
“In a minute. Do you have the MRI film Dr Petterman gave 
you?” 


“Shoot. | knew | was forgetting something.” Ellen hurried 
back into the kitchen. 


Bobby used the excuse to toss the pillow to the couch and 
disappear into his room. Once behind his closed door, all it 
took was the memory of Chet’s desertion to ease the 
erection trapped behind his fly. 


The memory of showing up on the Arizona campus-—only to 
find out Chet had quit and taken a job in Idaho had driven 
him that first year. He’d put every ounce of pain into 
training and performing on the field in an attempt to 
somehow show Chet what he’d missed out on by leaving 
like he had. When not one note came from Chet on Bobby 
being named to the All-American team his freshman year he 
was more determined than ever. 


Bobby changed into a pair of jeans. He couldn’t help but 
wonder whether he was making a huge mistake by 
transferring to Idaho in an attempt to get closer to Chet. 
Maybe the kiss they’d shared years earlier hadn’t meant 
anything to Chet. 


The thought that he was just another recruit in Chet’s eyes 
caused an ache in Bobby’s chest. No, he told himself. It 
wasn’t nonchalance he’d seen in Chet’s expression that 
night. Believing it was his lack of experience that had turned 
Chet away, Bobby had spent the first two-years indulging in 
secret dates with like-minded men in Arizona. 


When the last man he’d spent time with had threatened to 
‘out’ him to the press if he didn’t continue their relationship, 


Bobby had known his sexual education had to come to an 
end. With his father still alive and professional scouts 
attending every game, the last thing he had needed was to 
screw up his future for a night of fucking. He’d realised he 
could bed half the gay men in Arizona and none of them 
would ever compare to that one moment with Chet. 


After the sudden death of his dad and the injury he’d 
sustained in the off-season, Bobby had begun laying the 
groundwork to transfer to Idaho. He’d even spoken to his 
mother about his feelings for Chet. In a surprise move, Ellen 
had wrapped her arms around Bobby and praised him for 
finally being honest with her. 


It seemed his mom had known for years that Bobby wasn’t 
like most of the boys he’d grown up with. When Chet had 
come into the picture, she confessed she’d witnessed the 
mutual attraction, but according to her, she’d seen 
something more in Chet’s eyes on the night of Bobby’s 
graduation. 


Bobby prayed that whatever his mom had seen in Chet’s 
eyes was still there when he got to Idaho. 


Chapter Two 


Chet parked in front of BK House and turned off the engine. 
He didn’t blame Bobby for wanting to move into the homey 
building. Unlike most dormitories on the NCIU campus, BK 
House was definitely one of a kind. From the front, it looked 
like a typical family home. It wasn’t until you walked to the 
back that the full extent of what the rooms offered was 
revealed. 


Instead of barging in, Chet opted to ring the doorbell. 
Although there were a few students who stayed at BK over 
the summer break, it was still the full-time home of the 
three men who oversaw the running of the house. He’d 
become friendly with Charlie and Jack, but hadn’t met the 
newest addition to BK. 


The front door opened to a nude expansive chest. Chet’s 
gaze slowly worked its way up to the face attached to such 
a gorgeous body. Oh, damn. Amused emerald green eyes 
met Chet’s. 


“May | help you?” 


Chet untwisted his tongue and held out his hand. “I’m Chet 
Sloan, football coach here at the university. You must be 
Lockwood.” 


“Yes, but please call me Locky,” he said and shook Chet’s 
hand. Locky gestured towards his bare chest, glistening with 


sweat. “Not the best first impression, | guess, but the air 
conditioning’s acting up.” He took a step back and ushered 
Chet into the house. 


The moment Chet stepped foot in the foyer, he was met 
with a blast of warm air. “Whoo, you weren’t kiddin’. How 
long’s it been this way?” 


“Just today. Demitri has someone coming out tomorrow to 
check it out. Charlie said the system isn’t used often, but 
with these unseasonably hot temperatures we’ve been 
running it almost every day.” Locky shrugged. “We've 
decided to make the best of it and have a camp out in the 
backyard.” 


“Is that where Charlie is now? | have an incoming player | 
need to speak with him about.” 


“Nope. He’s in the kitchen helping Jack with the dishes.” 
Locky started to lead Chet towards the kitchen when 
laughter from outside the open French doors caught his 
attention. “I’d better go see who’s having all the fun and put 
a stop to it,” he said with a wink. 


“It was nice to meet you.” Chet wanted to apologise for 
ogling the man, but he didn’t want to embarrass Locky 
anymore than he already had. 


“You too,” Locky replied on his way outside. 


Chet knocked on the swinging kitchen door. Walking in on 
Charlie and his partner Jack in a compromising position 
wasn’t on the agenda. “Hello?” 


“Come in, Chet,” Charlie called out. 


Although blind, Charlie Salinger had quickly learned to 
recognise the sound of Chet’s voice. It was just one of 
Charlie’s skills that fascinated Chet. “Hope I’m not 
intruding,” he said, entering the kitchen. 


“Not at all.” Charlie settled a stack of plates in a cabinet 
before turning towards Chet. “Jack and | were just talking 
about the food order he needs to place in the morning. 
We've got six new freshmen and your senior transfer 
coming in this week.” 


“Actually, that’s what | wanted to talk to you about.” Chet 
took a seat at the kitchen island. “I’m trying to find 
alternative housing for Bobby Ray Sikes.” 


Charlie’s sightless eyes narrowed. “You have a problem with 
him living here?” 


“To be honest, yes. Bobby Ray’s not out of the closet to 
anyone but a handful of people. | think moving into BK is his 
way of declaring his sexuality, but I truly believe it’d be the 
worst move he could make. He’s so close to getting drafted 
by a pro team.” 


“You think he should live a fucking lie just to play football? 
That they won’t want him if they know he’s gay?” Jack 
Hershie asked, throwing the dishcloth in the sink. 


Chet held up his hands at the accusing expression on Jack’s 
face. “Hey, I’m gay, remember? I’m not saying they won’t 
want him, but he needs to learn discretion. If he plays his 
cards right, he'll be able to go pro and still enjoy his 
personal life, but not if his sexuality is shoved into the faces 
of fans and the media.” 


Jack turned back to the sink, but Chet could tell the former 
Marine still wasn’t convinced. The last thing he’d wanted 


was to make his friends angry but frankly, protecting Bobby 
was his top priority. “Anyway, | came by to see if either of 
you have a suggestion for alternative housing.” 


“Ask Demitri,” Charlie said. “If anyone can find you a place, 
it'd be him.” 


“Thanks.” Chet hated the thought of leaving with hard 
feelings between them. “It’s nothing against BK House. | just 
want what’s best for Bobby Ray.” 


“Sounds like the kid means something to you,” Charlie 
replied. 


“Yeah. | recruited him out of high school for UA. | gave his 
father my word I'd look after him, but then I quit and came 
here.” Chet didn’t go into further detail. “Anyway, I’d better 
get out of your hair and find Bobby Ray a place to live.” 


“Let us know if you need anything,” Jack offered ina 
Surprise move. 


“I will. Thanks.” 


* OK k OX 


Sitting across from Demitri Demakis, BK House founder and 
main contributor, Chet explained Bobby’s situation. 
Finished, he lifted his beer to his lips and took a drink. “So, 
what do you think?” 


Demitri glanced at his partner. “Did Dane ever find a 
roommate?” 


Aaron Billings, NCIU’s head soccer coach, shook his head. 
“Not sure, but | could give him a call.” 


“Dane Jefferson?” Chet asked. “I thought he graduated last 
year.” Dane had been one of NCIU’s top rated soccer players 
and as far as Chet knew, the guy wasn’t gay. 


“He did, but he’s going to graduate school here. Let me give 
him a call.” 


Aaron walked into the house, leaving Demitri and Chet alone 
on the patio. “I don’t know much about Dane. Is he a good 
kid?” 


“One of the best,” Demitri said. “He’s quiet. Keeps to 
himself most of the time. He just bought a house, so | guess 
he’s planning to stay in town after finishing his master’s. | 
tried to get him to move into BK as an advisor, but he 
insisted that it was time he bought a place.” 


“I didn’t know he was gay,” Chet commented. 


“Not many do. That’s why he might just be the perfect 
roommate for Bobby Ray,” Demitri said. 


“If Dane’s interested, how much do you think he'll want in 
rent? | don’t know much about Bobby Ray’s financial status, 
but he lost his dad last year, so things might be kinda tight 
at home.” 


Demitri grinned. “He bought the house from Tony Bianchi, 
paid cash. If he agrees to share space with Bobby Ray, | 
doubt rent will be a deciding factor.” 


The sliding glass door opened and Aaron stepped out onto 
the patio. “Dane said he’d consider it, but he wants to meet 
Bobby Ray before he makes a final decision.” 


“That’s fair,” Chet agreed. “He’s due in town Thursday. If 
you can set up a meeting, l'Il make sure he’s there.” 


“How about a small barbecue on Thursday night? We could 
do it here at the house,” Aaron offered. “Might be a nice 
way to introduce Bobby Ray to a few people.” 


“Sounds good.” Hopefully Bobby would hit it off with Dane 
and Chet’s problem would be solved. 


* OK OK OX 


With his battered truck loaded with everything he’d need for 
the next year, Bobby pulled into town on Wednesday night 
and parked in the first empty lot he could find. His nerves 
and a constant supply of coffee were the only thing keeping 
him awake. 


Bobby tapped his fingers on the steering wheel. Although he 
should probably just sleep in his truck again, the lure of 
seeing Chet Sloan and sleeping in a real bed was a 
temptation he couldn’t deny. He pulled his prepaid phone 
out of the glove box and dialled Chet’s number. 


“Hello?” a sleepy voice answered. 
“Chet?” 
“Bobby Ray? Is there something wrong?” 


“No. | just got to town and wondered if | could crash on your 
couch or something?” 


“Wait. What? How’d you get here so fast?” 


“| decided to drive straight through instead of spending 
money for a hotel.” Bobby didn’t mention the need to see 
Chet had spurred him into making the decision. “Anyway, is 
it okay if | come by?” 


Chet went silent for several moments. “I’m not...” Chet 
sighed heavily into the phone. “I’m not sure that’s a good 
idea.” 


Bobby had a feeling Chet would say no, so he was prepared. 
“Really? You'd rather | spent the night in my truck after 
driving for the last twenty-seven hours to get here?” 


Once again, Chet sighed heavily. “No, of course not.” After 
another moment of silence, he spoke again. “You have 
something to write on?” 


“FIL punch it into the GPS Mom bought me.” Bobby typed in 
the address as Chet rattled it off. “Got it.” 


“See you in about ten minutes.” 


“Thanks,” Bobby replied. He powered down the phone and 
stuck it back into the glove box before starting the truck. 


Although he couldn’t wait to see Chet, he was under no 
illusion the man would immediately fall into his arms. It 
would take time for Chet to lower his walls enough for 
Bobby to sneak over them, but once he did, he wasn’t about 
to let Chet get away from him a second time. 


* OK OK OX 


Chet jumped out of bed and threw on a pair of sleep pants 
and a T-shirt. What the fuck am | doing? Whether it was the 
late hour or the fatigue he’d detected in Bobby’s voice, he 
hadn’t been strong enough to tell him no. He walked across 
the hall and opened the guest room door. 


“Ah, shit.” He’d forgotten about the state of the room. For 
weeks he’d been meaning to go through the boxes shipped 
from his sister Jenny after she’d sold their fathers’ house. He 
briefly considered making Bobby sleep on the sofa, but in 
the end decided to hand over his own room for the night. 


Chet closed the door securely and rushed to the living room. 
The room wasn’t messy, but there were several empty beer 
cans along with a recent Playgirl magazine on the coffee 
table. He scooped them up and dashed into the kitchen. 


After the cans were deposited in the recycling bin and the 
magazine stuffed in a drawer, Chet got to work loading the 
dishwasher. The doorbell rang before he got the last of the 
glasses taken care of and Chet made a mental note to clean 
his fucking house as soon as Bobby was settled with Dane. 


On the way to the front door, Chet stopped and took a deep 
breath. He quickly ran through all the reasons he’d left 
Arizona in an effort to shore up his walls, but when the bell 
rang again, Chet was left more uncertain than he’d ever 
been. 


He’s just a kid, he reminded himself, reaching for the lock. 
Oh fuck, not a kid at all, he realised upon seeing Bobby for 
the first time in three years. 


“Hey,” Bobby said around a million dollar smile. 


At a loss for words, Chet stepped back, allowing Bobby 
entrance into the house. The fresh-faced boy from Arkansas 


had been replaced by a man handsome enough to grace the 
pages of the magazine he’d jacked off to earlier. Bobby’s 
heavy five o’clock shadow was testament to just how much 
he’d matured since they’d been apart. 


“Chet? Are you okay?” Bobby asked, setting down a large 
duffle bag. 


“Yeah. Of course.” Chet tried to play off his inability to 
reconcile his sudden bout of lust with the first excuse he 
could come up with. “I was sleeping when you called. Guess 
I’m still pretty fuzzy.” 


“Sorry about that.” Bobby hooked his thumbs into the front 
pockets of his jeans, drawing Chet’s attention to his cock, 
and looked around the living room. “Nice house.” 


“Thanks.” Turning away from the tempting outline trapped 
behind Bobby’s zipper, Chet gestured towards the kitchen. 
“Can | get you something to drink?” 


Bobby grinned. “I don’t suppose you'd let me have a beer?” 


“You suppose right,” Chet grumbled. “Contributing to the 
delinquency...” 


“ĮI just turned twenty-two,” Bobby said, cutting Chet off. 


“Oh, right.” Chet knew he could use conditioning as an 
excuse, but he wasn’t naive enough to believe his players 
didn’t drink on occasion. “Just one.” 


Bobby followed Chet into the kitchen. “Mom said to tell you 
hi.” 


“How’s she doing?” Chet asked, retrieving two cans of beer 
from the fridge. Bobby’s mention of his mom helped to cool 


his thoughts of lust. Chet watched Bobby open his beer and 
take a big drink. The moment of distraction gave hima 
chance to look his fill. Where was the boy he’d gone fishing 
with? Admittedly, Chet had worried for years that his 
feelings for Bobby had more to do with his respect for the 
Superstar who was more down to earth than any athlete 
he’d ever come into contact with. But watching Bobby drink 
the beer, Chet realised it was so much more. He was 
emotionally bonded to Bobby like he’d never been with 
another. What was it that Bobby possessed that no other 
man had ever come close to? Bobby swallowed and picked 
the conversation back up, bringing Chet out of his musings. 


“Good, real good. | Know it sounds bad, but | think she’s 
happier than she’s been in years. She joined some social 
group in Pine Bluff. I’m still not sure what all they do, but 
she leaves the house once a week wearing a stupid-looking 
red hat.” Bobby shook his head and chuckled. “Dumbest 
damn hat I’ve ever seen, but | don’t have the heart to tell 
her.” 


Chet tried to keep his eyes from roaming Bobby’s body 
while he spoke, but failed miserably. Although Bobby looked 
older, his body appeared the same if not smaller than the 
last time Chet had seen him. Held him. “Have you been 
keeping up with your conditioning regime?” 


Bobby stared at the top of the can in his hand and slowly 
lifted it to his mouth without answering. Chet watched the 
muscles in Bobby’s throat as he gulped the beer. It was 
obvious he was putting off an answer. “Bobby?” 


Setting the empty can on the kitchen island, Bobby shook 
his head. “I’ve slacked off a bit this summer.” 


“Why would you do something like that? We both know it’s 
gonna be hell getting those muscles built back up to where 
they need to be.” Chet wondered if Bobby’s father’s death 
had affected him more than he’d let on. 


“I know,” Bobby mumbled. “But Coach Nelson told me NCIU 
has one of the best trainers around.” 


“True, but you’ve only got a week before practice starts.” 
Something didn’t feel right. “This isn’t like you. Have you 
changed that much from the kid who used to eat, drink and 
breathe football?” 


“PIL be ready! I’ve had a shitty year. Give me a fucking 
break, would ya?” 


Bobby headed for the living room, but before he could get 
far, Chet reached out and grabbed the young man’s 
forearm, pulling him up short. “You're right. I’m sorry about 
your dad. | lost mine two years ago and it still hurts every 
damn day. But you can’t let that pain stand in the way of 
your future.” 


Bobby reached up and covered Chet’s hand that still rested 
on his arm. “I could’ve really used your support last year,” 
he whispered. “A lot happened, and | didn’t have anyone to 
talk to.” 


“You were at Arizona for three years. Don’t tell me you 
didn’t make a single friend in all that time.” 


Bobby dropped his hand and pulled away from Chet’s hold. 
“There were a few guys l kicked around with, but they 
weren’t the kind of friends you’d open up to.” 


Chet hated the sadness in Bobby’s dark brown eyes. “You 
could’ve called.” 


With a snort, Bobby walked over and picked up his duffle. 
“The phone goes both ways, Chet. You had to have known 
how much | needed you, but instead of reaching out you 
sent a hundred dollar bouquet of flowers to a funeral home.’ 
He gestured to the couch. “I’m dead on my feet. Is that my 
bed for the rest of the night?” 


r 


Chet shook his head. Not only had he let a player and friend 
down, but he’d hurt someone he loved because he was too 
chicken shit to face him. “Take my room. The guestroom’s 
full of boxes, so l'Il sleep there.” 


“You don’t have to do that,” Bobby protested. 


Chet needed time to process his feelings. Shame warred 
with anger over Bobby’s lack of conditioning. Add in the fact 
that he still had romantic feelings for Bobby, and Chet’s 
emotions seemed to be all over the place. “Just take it.” 


* OK OK OX 


Bobby dropped his bag on the floor at the foot of Chet’s bed 
and glanced around the room. If he didn’t know better, he’d 
swear he was back in Chet’s Arizona house. The curtains, 
bedspread and pictures were the same. Only the layout had 
changed. 


A picture on Chet’s dresser caught his attention. He walked 
over and lifted the eight by ten framed photo and smiled. It 
was Chet hoisting the shiny bowl trophy over his head, 
surrounded by his entire team. 


Despite his sour mood, Bobby couldn’t help but smile. He’d 
recorded the bowl game and had watched it close to a 
hundred times. It wasn’t the game itself he’d been 
interested in, but the proud and confident coach who had 
stepped in to fill Coach Nelson’s shoes at the last minute. It 
had been the highlight of Chet’s career and Bobby hadn’t 
been there to share it with him. 


Setting the picture down, Bobby undressed and sat on the 
edge of the bed. He methodically unwrapped the elastic 
bandage from around his left knee and tossed it to the floor. 
He rubbed the sore and slightly swollen area and wondered 
again if he was making the right decision. Since injuring his 
anterior cruciate ligament, or ACL, ten weeks earlier, his 
recovery hadn't been what the doctors’ had hoped. Without 
surgery to repair the partial tear of the ligament that helped 
stabilise his knee, Bobby would be in for weeks of 
rehabilitation. However, with surgery, he’d be out for the 
season for sure. It had been a hard choice, but opting for 
rehabilitation had seemed the most sensible choice. 


After talking it over with his mom, Bobby had decided to 
continue with physical therapy. If he resorted to surgery, 
there’d be no way he could play football in his senior year, 
and getting the full-ride scholarship was imperative to 
finishing his education. 


He lifted his bag onto his lap and searched for the bottle of 
massage oil. Coming up empty, it dawned on him he’d left it 
in the truck. “Shit.” 


Instead of redressing, Bobby scanned the room, looking for 
lotion or something. When he didn’t see anything useful, he 
slid open the top drawer on the bedside table. Just as he’d 
suspected, he found lube. It took him several seconds to 
gather the nerve to remove the bottle from the drawer, but 


once he had his gaze landed on something even more 
interesting. 


Bobby set the lube on the table and reached back into the 
drawer. He moved aside the flesh-coloured dildo and 
retrieved the picture. His hands started to shake as he 
stared at the photograph taken of him on the day of his high 
school graduation. It was obvious from the well-worn picture 
that it had been held often. The fact that it had been in the 
Same drawer with the lube and dildo gave him hope. 


He squashed the urge to run across the hall and question 
Chet about the picture, knowing Chet would only deny he 
still had sexual thoughts about him. “I know your secret,” he 
whispered to the photograph on the dresser. Coach or not, 
Chet was still a man, and Bobby had seduced several of 
them in the previous three years. 


After carefully replacing the photograph, Bobby picked up 
the lube and went to work massaging his knee. He needed 
to come up with a plan of action, and what better place to 
do it than Chet’s bed. 


Chapter Three 


Chet glanced at the closed bedroom door. It was nearing 
three o'clock in the afternoon and Bobby had yet to emerge. 
He hated to wake him. It was obvious the man needed his 
Sleep, but they were going to be late. Lifting his hand, Chet 
rapped his knuckles against the door. “Bobby?” 


When he received no answer, he opened the door. Before he 
could call the name again, his gaze landed on a nude body 
tangled in the sheets, his sheets. Chet bit his bottom lip. 
Knowing it was wrong, he tried to step back and shut the 
door, but his feet wouldn’t budge. 


Chet’s eyebrows drew together when he figured out what 
was so different. Bobby hadn’t merely slacked off on his 
training, he was downright thin. His worry overrode 
everything else. He tossed the blanket over Bobby’s bare 
hip, hiding the tempting ass from view before sitting on the 
bed. “Time to get up,” he said, eyeing the bottle of lube on 
the table. Had Bobby gone through his drawers? “Bobby!” 
he said with heat. 


With a groan, Bobby rolled over and opened his big brown 
eyes. Spotting Chet beside him, he smiled. “Morning.” 


“Afternoon,” Chet corrected. He reached out and grabbed 
the lube. “Did you go through my things?” Knowing exactly 
what had been in the drawer with the lube, Chet wavered 
between embarrassment and fury. 


“Sorry,” Bobby mumbled. “My legs were cramping after 
driving so far. | have massage oil, but | left it in my truck. I'll 
buy you another bottle.” 


“That’s not the point and you know it.” Chet gestured 
towards the door. “Don’t read anything into what you found 
in there.” 


Bobby rubbed the sleep from his eyes and sat up. “I meant 
no harm, | swear it. | was just too tired to go back out to the 
truck.” 


With his lips puffy from sleep, Bobby was a temptation hard 
to resist. Chet’s anger over the invasion of privacy melted 

away. “I need you to jump in the shower. We've been invited 
to a barbecue at Demitri Demakis’ house. | thought it’d be a 
good opportunity for you to meet your potential roommate.” 


“I’m up for meeting people, but I’ve been giving it a lot of 
thought, and I'd still like to move into BK House.” Chet 
opened his mouth to protest, but Bobby held his hand up in 
an effort to silence him. “I won’t go blabbing it around 
Campus. The press didn’t give a shit where | lived for three 
years. Why do you think they’d care now?” 


“Because of what BK is and who you are,” Chet answered. 
He reached out and wrapped his hand around Bobby’s 
ankle. “I promise you, | have your best interests at heart.” 


“| know.” 


“The guy | want you to meet today is a graduate student by 
the name of Dane Jefferson. He’s gay and he owns his own 
house. According to Demitri, Dane probably wouldn’t expect 
much in rent money.” Even as he said the words, Chet could 
tell they weren’t doing anything to change Bobby’s mind. 
“Why’re you so adamant about living in BK?” 


Bobby readjusted the blankets around his waist. “I read this 
article in a magazine. It said BK House was a great place for 
young gay men to get the support they need.” Bobby 
pressed his palm to his bare chest. “I want that. | wanna 
know what it feels like to be in an environment where | can 
talk to people and not be afraid | might out myself. | know 
you want me locked away where the press won't find out | 
like a man’s dick up my ass, but there’s more to me than 
football. Why can’t you understand that?” 


Chet swallowed around the lump in his throat. If he were 
honest with himself, he knew Bobby was right. He was more 
than just a football player, but it was this that kept him at 
arm’s length. Images of Bobby on a bed with another man’s 
cock buried in his ass didn’t sit well either. Chet had been 
stupid to think Bobby would reach the age of twenty-two a 
virgin. Still... 


Chet rose and walked towards the door. “I don’t want to 
hear about all the boys you’ve let fuck you,” he grumbled 
over his shoulder. 


“Not boys, men.” 
Chet stopped and turned around. 


“Men | thought were like you, but it turned out they were 
nothing like you. They didn’t care about me or have my best 
interests at heart. All they wanted was to fuck Bobby Ray 
Sikes. They didn’t give a shit about Bobby.” Bobby bit his 
bottom lip and scooted to the edge of the bed. “They 
weren’t you and they should’ve been.” 


Chet started to reach for Bobby but shoved his hands in his 
pockets instead. “Hop in the shower. We need to be out of 
here in thirty minutes.” 


* OK OK OX 


With his knee still bothering him after the long drive, Bobby 
had opted to rewrap it and wear jeans. As he rode in the 
passenger seat of Chet’s SUV, he began to regret his 
decision. “I thought it was supposed to be cooler up here.” 


“Normally it is, but Mother Nature doesn’t always follow the 
rules.” Chet pulled in front of a large house. A small sign by 
the front step read BK House. “What’re we doing here? | 
thought we were late to the party thing?” 


“I called Aaron, Demitri’s partner, and told him we’d bea 
little late. | thought you should get a look at BK before you 
blow Dane off this afternoon.” 


“|I wouldn’t blow him off anyway. | may be stubborn, but I’m 
not an asshole,” he mumbled, opening his door. 


Chet joined Bobby on the sidewalk leading to the house. “I 
know you wouldn’t. | just meant you should make an 
informed decision.” 


Although Chet hadn’t mentioned their earlier conversation, 
Bobby could tell it was still on his mind. It was a good thing, 
in his opinion. He may not have meant to bring up his past 
lovers, but he hadn’t missed the expression of jealousy on 
Chet’s face when he had. Good. How many nights had he 
sat up wondering if Chet was sleeping beside some guy? 


“Charlie and Jack are already at Demitri’s, but Locky, the 
new guy, agreed to come back to give you a tour.” Chet 
reached out and rang the doorbell. 


“Cool.” 
Chet glanced down. “Are you limping?” 


Fuck. Bobby shrugged. “You drive from Arkansas to Idaho 
and see if you aren’t sore.” 


“No thanks. Any more than a couple hours and | go into 
some kinda trance.” He grinned. “I still can’t believe you 
didn’t get a hotel room along the way.” Chet’s hand went to 
the small of Bobby Ray’s back and he almost melted right 
there on the stoop. 


Before Bobby Ray could fully enjoy the moment, the front 
door opened. Damn. “Hello,” he said automatically. 


The handsome man smiled and held out his hand. “You must 
be Bobby Ray. Locky Regent.” 


“Nice to meet you,” Bobby replied, shaking Locky’s hand. 
Locky nodded in Chet’s direction. “Good to see you again.” 
“You, too,” Chet said. 


Locky ushered them into the house and closed the door. 
“We finally got the a/c fixed, but I think it’s going to take a 
while for the house to cool down to where it should be.” 
Locky gestured towards the large open room. “Obviously, 
this is the living room,” he said, beginning the tour. 


Bobby followed Locky around the house while Chet watched 
the end of the baseball game he’d started at home. “How 
many guys live here?” 


“We have twenty-two, including you. There were a lot of 
freshmen requesting placement at BK this year, but we just 


don’t have the room.” 


“You mean there’s a waiting list or something?” Bobby had 
waited until the last possible moment to make the call to 
Coach Nelson about transferring. He hated the thought that 
he’d jumped to the front of the list because of who he was. 


Locky chuckled. “Yep, but Demitri’s come up with a 
solution.” He led Bobby into a huge room. “This is our 
newest addition. It’s a place for residents and non-residents 
to gather and hang out.” 


Bobby liked that idea. “So you don’t have to live here to 
come by?” 


“Right. Demitri’s been talking to one of BK’s biggest 
Supporters, Tony Bianchi, about building another house on 
the other side of campus, but until then, he wanted a refuge 
for students to get away to if they needed.” 


Bobby nodded. “I imagine that magazine article brought a 
lot of attention to BK. | know this place is one of the reasons 
| wanted to transfer.” He looked around the room. There 
were several groupings of over-stuffed furniture, a huge 
television mounted on the wall and a small kitchenette in 
the far corner. “Looks nice.” 


“We think so.” Locky gestured to a door. “That’s the study 
room. There are desks and computers in there in case you 
need the quiet. All courtesy of Tony Bianchi.” 


BK House was everything Bobby had hoped for and more. 
Unfortunately, the guilt started to set in as they wound up 
the tour. Before they arrived back in the living room, Bobby 
stopped walking and cleared his throat. “If | do what Coach 
Sloan wants and move in with this Dane guy, would | still be 
able to come here if | wanted?” 


“Absolutely.” 


“And you'll be able to move one of those incoming freshmen 
up on the list?” 


“Yep.” Locky put a hand on Bobby’s shoulder. “Charlie 
explained your situation to me, and | think we can work 
around it. | can’t promise the press won't find out you’re 
coming here on occasion, but l'Il do my best to make sure 
the residents understand the importance of discretion.” 


“Thanks.” Although he still needed to meet Dane, Bobby felt 
much better about his options. Knowing he could enjoy the 
camaraderie BK had to offer was the most important thing. 
It also might help get him back in Chet’s good graces. “Can | 
let you know this evening?” 


Locky smiled. “Sure. That sounds fair.” 


* OK OK OX 


Chet pulled away from BK and back onto the street. “So 
what’d you think?” 


“I like it. Locky’s nice.” Bobby glanced at Chet. “He made 
me feel welcome.” 


Just how welcome, Chet wondered to himself. As soon as 
Bobby disappeared down the hall with Locky, Chet fought 
the urge to run after them. Maybe it was their earlier 
conversation, but since learning Bobby had a thing for older 
men instead of guys his own age, Chet doubted he’d ever 


feel comfortable having Bobby around his single friends. “So 
you like Locky?” 


“Yeah, like | told you, he’s nice.” Bobby reached over and 
punched Chet playfully on the arm. “Jealous?” 


“Maybe. Although I know I have no right to be,” Chet 
admitted. 


“Well don’t be. | didn’t transfer my senior year to pick up on 
Locky.” Bobby was silent for a moment before slapping the 
seat beside him. “Shit. Are you already involved with 
someone?” 


“No.” The elephant in the front seat was suddenly too big to 
handle. Chet had done everything he could to get Bobby out 
of his system, but if it hadn’t happened in three years with 
several states between them, he doubted it was possible. 


He found a shady spot to park two houses down from 
Demitri’s and pulled up to the kerb. Shutting the engine off, 
Chet unbuckled his seat belt and turned to face Bobby. “| 
can’t coach you at practice and fuck you at night. It’s not 
right. It’s not who | am. I’m not saying | don’t want you 
because | think we both know that’d be a damn lie, but my 
job means a lot to me.” Chet reached out and cupped 
Bobby’s face. “But the future you’ve worked so hard for 
means more and | can’t take the risk.” 


Bobby’s eyes drifted shut as he turned his head to place a 
kiss on Chet’s palm. “What if | didn’t play ball? Would you 
still feel the same way?” 


“If you’re asking whether my feelings would be the same if 
you weren’t the Bobby Ray Sikes every pro scout’s been 
following for years, the answer would be yes. But you’re not 
that person, Bobby. You have a gift, and | can’t let my 


feelings get in the way of what you were born to do.” 
Although Chet was confident in his own feelings, Bobby was 
still young. He had a lot of living to do before he’d be ready 
to make a life-altering decision like the one he seemed to be 
contemplating. He dropped his hand and pulled the key 
from the ignition. 


“I’m glad you and every other football fan in the nation have 
my future all mapped out for me. Otherwise | might be stuck 
doing what | want to do instead of what I’m supposed to 
do.” 


It was remarks like that that reminded Chet of Bobby’s 
youth. He was grateful when he saw another car pull up 
behind him. “Locky’s here. We'd better drop this for now and 
join the party.” 


“Yeah, whatever,” Bobby mumbled as he opened the door. 


* OK OK OX 


After a short introduction, Bobby took a seat next to Dane in 
the shade. He gestured to the open book on Dane's lap. 
“What're you reading?” 


Dane held up his book. “Ancient Native Tribes of the 
Southeast United States. My professor, Magnus Sofokleous, 
wrote it.” 


Bobby couldn’t imagine bringing a boring book to a 
barbecue. He wondered just how much Dane really wanted 
to be there. “Not to sound stupid or anything, but is that 
archaeology?” 


Dane pushed his small horn-rimmed glasses up and shook 
his head. “Actually, it’s anthropology, the study of humans 
and how they developed over time. Archaeology is the study 
of material artefacts.” 


“Oh, okay.” Bobby nodded. “I’m working towards a degree in 
social work. Some people say it’s an easy degree, but | like 
the courses. | figure if | can help people and enjoy doing it, 
l'm ahead of the game.” 


Dane looked at Bobby over his glasses for a moment. “Yeah, 
| can see you doing that.” He marked his place then shut his 
book and set it carefully in the leather messenger bag 
beside his chair. “As you can tell, I’m not real comfortable 
with people. When | was eight my mom signed me up for 
soccer. | guess she thought I’d come out of my shell if | was 
part of a team, but it didn’t really work. | like to play, and | 
guess I’m pretty good at it, but | do it more for physical 
exercise than anything else. ‘Course now I have a pool, so | 
just stick to swimming most days.” Dane blushed. “Sorry. | 
guess you didn’t ask me about soccer, did you?” 


Although Dane was obviously intelligent, Bobby got the idea 
he was more than a little socially awkward. “That’s okay. It’s 
all part of getting to know someone.” 


“Yeah.” Dane looked around before leaning in to whisper, 
“Not many people take the time to get to know me. It seems 
I’m not smart enough to hang with the intellectuals and not 
tough enough to hang with the jocks.” He shrugged. “But 
that’s okay. | learned at an early age to entertain myself.” 
He reached down and tapped the messenger bag. “That’s 
why I bring books everywhere | go.” 


Bobby rubbed his jaw. Dane was a puzzle he might enjoy 
figuring out. “So are you looking for a roommate?” 


“Looking? No. But | wouldn’t mind sharing the house with 
someone. It’s way too big for one person anyway.” Dane 
pushed up his glasses again. “Oh, unless you’re afraid of 
dogs. My parents bought me a German shepherd for a 
graduation present. Ares is supposed to be a guard dog, but 
he’s a big softy.” 


“I like dogs.” Bobby also found he quite liked Dane, despite 
his quirks. He almost hated to bring up how much living at 
Dane’s house was going to cost him, but it would be the 
deciding factor. 


“Then we’re good,” Dane said. 


“Well, we still need to talk about the money. | get a small 
housing allowance from my scholarship and my mom tries 
to send me what she can each month, but I have to be 
honest, it isn’t much.” 


Dane waved his hand. “The money’s not important, so 
whatever your scholarship pays is fine with me.” 


Satisfied he could afford the change in housing, Bobby stuck 
out his hand. “Then if you'll have me, I’d love to be your 
new roomy.” 


“Don’t you want to look at the house first?” 


“Nope. As long as l'Il be warm in the winter and cool in the 
summer, I’m good.” 


* OK OK OX 


From his position on the deck, Chet watched Bobby and 
Dane. “I need you to do me a favour.” 


“Sure,” Julian answered, taking a drink of his iced tea. 


“I think something’s going on with Bobby Ray’s conditioning 
routine. | noticed this morning that he seems thinner than 
he was three years ago.” Chet turned his attention away 
from Bobby to look at Julian. “He said he’d been slacking 
lately, but I think it’s more than that.” 


Julian rubbed the back of his neck. By the expression on his 
face it was obvious he was uncomfortable about something. 
“Not sure if you noticed, but he’s favouring his left leg.” 


Chet nodded. “I noticed. He said it was just sore from riding 
in the truck for so many hours.” 


“Doesn't make sense. When you’re driving it’s the right leg 
that takes the workout.” 


“See if he’ll talk to you about it. He practically snapped my 
head off earlier when | asked.” 


“I figured with him transferring you’d get that stick out of 
your ass and tell him how you feel.” 


Julian was the closest friend Chet had at NCIU and the only 
one he’d told about his strange relationship with Bobby. He 
couldn’t imagine the rest of the faculty finding out he’d 
fallen in love with a boy straight out of high school. “He may 
be older now, but he’s still got a future to look forward to. 
One that | can’t really be a part of, so what’s the point?” 


Julian turned in his chair and leaned towards Chet. “The 
point is you love him. And if that hasn’t gone away in the 


last three years, | doubt it’s going away now that he’s here. 
Stop living life afraid of the future and enjoy the now, dude.” 


Chet sat back in his chair in an effort to get his friend the 
hell out of his face. “What if acting on my feelings ruins his 
future? Do you really think | could live with myself if that 
happened?” 


“So you’re condemning Bobby Ray to a future of not being 
loved? Do you honestly think he'll get drafted and give up 
men? That’s bullshit and you know it. He’ll find himself in 
love somewhere along the way, whether it’s with you or not 
is your choice.” 


The thought of Bobby loving and being loved by another 
man had Chet rethinking the argument he’d held onto for 
the past three years. “And the college? How would they 
handle a head coach fucking a player?” 


Julian laughed. “I may not be a head coach, but I’ve been 
fucking Koby since he was a freshman and no one’s had an 
issue because I’ve never made it one.” 


Chet scanned the area. There were several partnerships 
within his circle of friends that included teacher and student 
or coach and student. Julian was right. The college 
administration didn’t get involved in its employees’ personal 
lives unless they became a problem. 


Julian turned serious. “I know your mom was a lot younger 
than your dad, but you can’t let the fact that it didn’t work 
cloud your judgement.” 


“I'll think about it,” Chet said in an effort to get Julian to 
back down. He hated to be reminded of the way his mom 
had given birth to two children before deciding she was too 
young to settle down and have a family. “In the meantime, 


will you find out what’s going on with Bobby’s conditioning 
routine?” 


“Yep. I’ve got an idea, but first | need to find Koby.” Julian 
stood and started to walk off but stopped and turned back 
to Chet. “One word of advice. You'll have to learn to 
separate your love life from your job as his coach. In love 
you're both equal. Don’t treat him at home like you’d treat 
him on the field.” 


For Chet, the statement drew an image of him fucking 
Bobby on the fifty yard line. “I should hope not.” 


* OK OK OX 


Dane shouldered his messenger bag and handed Bobby a 
Slip of paper. “Here’s the address. Just come by with your 
stuff later this evening or in the morning, either way is fine 
with me.” 


“You're leaving?” Bobby asked. 


“Yeah. | really just came to meet you. | don’t really know 
anyone else here except Coach Aaron and Demitri.” 


Bobby stood and held out his hand. “Thanks for everything 
you're doing for me.” 


Dane shook Bobby’s hand and smiled. “Actually, I’m looking 
forward to having someone else in the house to talk to 
besides Ares.” 


Bobby released Dane’s hand and watched him walk away. 


“Is that going to work out?” Koby asked, striding up with 
Julian at his side. 


“I hope so. Locky, at BK House, said | could still hang out 
there if | wanted to, so | figured it’d be easier this way. No 
sense in pissing off the coach before practice starts.” 


“You're right about that, although Coach Sloan’s a great guy 
to play for.” Koby plopped down in the grass in front of 
Bobby’s chair. “Il came over to ask if you wanted to go 
running with Julian and me in the morning? We usually get 
out around six before the traffic starts and go three or four 
miles depending on what we did the night before.” 


Any other time, Bobby would be jumping at the chance to 
run with the two men, but he knew his knee wasn’t up to 
the exertion. “Thanks, but I’ve still got to get settled in at 
Dane's.” 


“Okay, maybe the next day then. Like | said, we run every 
morning.” Julian cleared his throat and Koby grinned. “Well, 
except for Sundays. That’s kind of our day to sleep in.” 


“Actually, | haven’t been doing a lot of running lately. I’ve 
been focusing more on exercises.” Shit. Bobby bit his 
bottom lip. He could tell by Julian’s expression he didn’t buy 
the excuse. Bobby knew he was going to have to come 
clean with the team trainer sooner or later, but he’d hoped 
to at least start practices first. 


“Why don’t you come into the weight room Monday morning 
and we'll work up a conditioning schedule?” Julian asked, 
speaking for the first time since he’d sat down. 


With practice starting on Wednesday, Bobby knew he 
couldn’t refuse. “Sure.” 


Julian stood and pulled Koby to his feet. “Good. l'Il block off 
ten to noon for you.” 


“Great,” Bobby replied, trying to plaster an enthusiastic 
smile on his face. As soon as Julian and Koby left, Bobby 
closed his eyes and rested his head on the back of the chair. 
He was so screwed. 


* OK OK OX 


“I’m not used to seeing you like that,” Bobby said from the 
passenger seat on the way home. 


“Like what?” Chet asked. After his conversation with Julian, 
Chet began to feel more comfortable with his feelings for 
Bobby. He still hadn’t worked out how to successfully 
straddle the line between coach and lover, but he was on 
the way. 


“Laughing. Happy.” Bobby scratched a fresh mosquito bite 
on his arm. “Is it just being around me that makes you 
grouchy?” 


“You don’t make me grouchy. You make me want things | 
thought | couldn’t have,” he tried to explain. He pulled 
around Bobby’s beat-up truck at the end of the driveway 
and pushed the automatic garage door opener. 


“What you thought you couldn’t have? As in past tense?” 
Bobby released his seatbelt as Chet pulled into the garage. 


A discussion between them was three years overdue and 
the last thing Chet wanted was to hold it in the damn 


garage. “Let’s go inside.” He’d never been much of a talker 
when it came to his feelings. The bits of information Julian 
knew were probably the most he’d ever opened up to 
anyone. As he climbed out of the SUV and unlocked the door 
to the house, Chet tried to organise his thoughts. He didn’t 
have a clue how to even start. 


The moment they were inside, Chet did what he’d been 
dying to do for years. He pressed Bobby against the door 
and kissed him. He’d held himself back for too long to be 
coy. Chet pushed his tongue past Bobby’s lips to the warmth 
inside. 


Bobby moaned into the kiss and thrust against him. 


Oh, shit. Chet felt the hard ridge of Bobby’s erection as it 
continued to bump and slide against him. The kiss had 
already turned sloppy with both of their tongues battling for 
dominance. It was like a dam had broken and all of Chet’s 
hidden desires came pouring out. He felt Bobby’s hands on 
his zipper and reached down to stop him. “We need to talk.” 


Bobby shook his head. “Not now.” 


Chet attempted to capture Bobby’s hands as he continued 
to try and unzip Chet’s shorts. “Not here. Not our first time.” 


“Get naked. Then l'Il know you’re serious,” Bobby said, 
pulling off his shirt. 


Chet pulled off his shirt and tossed it to the floor then 
pushed his shorts down to join it. He took a step back and 
crossed his arms over his chest. “Now you.” 


Bobby unzipped his jeans and started to take them off but 
stopped when they were at mid-thigh. 


“What’s wrong?” Chet teased. “I thought you were ready to 
get naked?” 


“lam, but | just realised | need to pee.” 


Chet laughed and reached down to pull Bobby’s jeans back 
up to his hips. “Then | guess you'd better take care of that.” 
He turned Bobby and nudged him towards the door. “lII be 

in the bedroom.” 


He followed Bobby down the hall, trying his best to keep his 
hands to himself. “Don’t take too long or | might chicken 
out.” 


“Two minutes,” Bobby said, disappearing into the bathroom. 


Chet entered his bedroom and shook his head at the state 
of the unmade bed. He pushed the bedspread to the floor, 
remaking the bed with just the sheet. By the time Bobby 
joined him, Chet was starting to have doubts. Bobby was 
naked except for the bundled jeans in his hands hiding his 
groin. “Maybe we're taking things too fast. We should 
probably talk about a few things first.” 


Bobby dropped his jeans to the floor, exposing himself to 
Chet’s view. “No talking until after you fuck me. I’ve waited 
too long to screw things up with words.” He climbed onto 
the bed and rested his clasped hands behind his head. 


The little shit’s body was too tempting to ignore, especially 
after the years spent fantasising about Bobby being naked 
and in his bed. Chet pulled open the bedside drawer and 
removed the lube Bobby had used the previous night. “Are 
you sure massage oil was all you used this for?” 


Bobby nodded. “Can you imagine how pissed you would’ve 
been if you’d come in here this morning and found my cum 


all over your sheets?” 


Chet lifted one knee to the mattress and trailed his hand 
down the centre of Bobby’s chest, stopping an inch away 
from the head of his cock where it rested on his stomach. “l 
don’t think mad would be the word I’d use.” 


“Really? Tell me?” Bobby asked, moving higher so his cock 
brushed against Chet’s fingers. 


“Turned on,” Chet whispered, moving Bobby’s hand to his 
own cock. “Show me what you would’ve done. Let me see 
how you like to be touched.” 


Bobby’s hand wrapped around his cock just below the head 
and squeezed. “You like to watch men jack off?” 


Chet sat on the bed and poured several drops of lube onto 
his fingers. “No,” he answered, moving his hand to Bobby’s 
ass. “But I’d like to watch you do it. I’ve wondered if you 
touch yourself while thinking about me.” 


Bobby moaned when Chet stuck the tip of his finger into his 
hole. “All the time,” Bobby confessed, moving his hand up 
and down on his cock. “I had a private dorm room the last 
two years just so | could come home from practice and jerk 
off.” 


Chet inserted another finger, watching for any sign of 
discomfort. “And what did you think about when you beat 
your meat?” 


“You fucking me. Usually | had one hand around my dick and 
my fingers in my ass, just like you’re doing,” Bobby panted 
as Chet introduced a third finger. 


While he had Bobby in a state of excitement, he needed a 
few answers. “How many men did you let fuck you?” 


“Too many and not enough to make me forget you. What 
about you? How many men have you been with in the last 
three years?” 


“Just one,” he admitted, withdrawing his fingers. He opened 
the drawer and removed a strip of condoms, tossing them 
onto the bed after ripping one off. 


“Do you still see him?” Bobby asked, uncertainty replacing 
desire. 


“All the time, but not in my bed.” Chet rolled the condom 
down his aching length and climbed onto the bed between 
Bobby’s spread thighs. 


“Who is he?” 


Chet shook his head and directed his cock to Bobby’s hole. 
“No more talking.” He didn’t want his first time with Bobby 
ruined by memories of his short affair with Magnus. 


Bobby lifted his legs to drape over Chet’s shoulders, worry 
still etched on his handsome face. 


Chet pushed inside, wanting nothing more than to replace 
that expression with the need he’d witnessed earlier. He 
should probably tell Bobby about Magnus to ease his mind, 
but knowing the name behind the one man he’d let 
dominate him wouldn’t be wise. 


“Harder,” Bobby urged, jacking his cock faster. 


After withdrawing his cock, Chet thrust back inside deep and 
hard enough to move Bobby up the mattress several inches. 


It was in stark contrast to the way he felt. For three years 
he’d wanted to wrap his arms around Bobby and protect him 
from the bigots Chet knew would love to destroy him. And 
here | am fucking him to the point of pain, he acknowledged 
when he saw Bobby flinch. 


Chet slowed his thrusts and lowered himself to lie on top of 
Bobby. “Let me make love to you.” 


Bobby winced and removed his legs from Chet’s shoulders. 
“I thought that’s what you were doing?” 


Chet grinned. “Sure, but it’s not the way I’ve always 
dreamed of making love to you.” He swivelled his hips on 
the down stroke, grinding his groin against Bobby. “Do you 
still like to collect autographs from your favourite players?” 


Bobby nodded. 


“Good, because | have a couple for you in my closet. | met a 
few Chargers when I was in San Diego for the bowl game.” 


“For real?” 


“Yep. See, even if | wasn’t with you it didn’t mean you 
weren’t on my mind.” Chet reached between them and 
covered Bobby’s hand. He stared into Bobby’s eyes as he 
helped stroke his cock. He was close, but coming before 
Bobby wasn’t an option. He rose up and stared down at the 
beautiful body under him. “Show me.” 


With his nostrils flared, Bobby buried his head back into the 
fluffy down pillow and opened his mouth in a silent cry as 
the first strand of cum shot from his cock. “Chet,” he gasped 
as three more strands splashed white pearls onto his 
stomach. 


“Beautiful,” Chet whispered as he released his own seed. 
Never would he forget the sight of Bobby at that moment. 
Suddenly, he wanted to bare his soul, and wash away his 
sins in the loving gaze of a twenty-two-year-old man. “I was 
too ashamed to come to your dad’s funeral,” he confessed. 


“| needed you.” Bobby winced once again when he 
straightened his legs. 


“That’s the third time you’ve done that.” 


“What?” Bobby asked, running his fingers through Chet’s 
hair. 


“Am | hurting you?” Chet pulled out and sat back on his 
heels. He removed the condom and tied it off before 
dropping it into the trashcan beside the bed. 


“No,” Bobby said, leaning up on his elbows. “I’m just not 
used to being folded in half like a taco shell.” 


For some reason the analogy struck Chet as funny. He 
dropped to Bobby’s side and pulled the younger man 
against him. “Your folks trusted me to do what was best for 
you, and | betrayed them.” 


“Yes, you did,” Bobby agreed, drawing his fingers through 
Chet’s chest hair. 


Although Chet knew he had, it was hard to hear. “I know.” 


“No, | don’t think you do. | remember the conversation you 
had with my mom at my graduation party. She made you 
promise to take care of me if she sent me off to Arizona and 
you told her you would.” Bobby pinched Chet’s nipple hard 
enough to bring tears to Chet’s eyes. “But then you left me 
in a city where | didn’t know another soul.” 


“I kissed you,” Chet tried to explain. “You were only 
eighteen. Your parents trusted me as a guardian, nota 
lover.” 


“Did they say that?” Bobby shook his head. “Because | don’t 
remember that part. | think you’re making up stuff now just 
to get out of feeling guilty.” 


Chet rubbed Bobby’s back. “Have you always been this 
argumentative or is this something you picked up in the last 
three years?” 


Bobby leaned up to stare down at Chet. “You can say what 
you want, but you really only know Bobby Ray Sikes from 
Star City Arkansas. You may call me Bobby now, but you still 
think of me as that hick you took to the city for the first 
time. I’m not that guy anymore.” 


“What're you saying?” Chet asked. 


“That maybe you should take the time to get to know 
Bobby, college senior and soon to be social worker.” 


Chapter Four 


Bobby stood in front of the large house and swallowed 
around the lump in his throat. “Holy shit.” He glanced at the 
ripped and stained recliner in the back of his truck and 

cringed. “I’m gonna need to know where the town dump is. 


” 


“Don’t be ridiculous.” Chet led the way to the massive front 
doors. “I knew Dane bought a house from Tony, but | didn’t 
realise it was actually Tony’s house.” 


The door opened and eighty pounds of growling fur stepped 
out ahead of Dane. “Ares. Sit,” Dane commanded. The 
German shepherd immediately obeyed and sat back on his 
haunches. “Sorry about that.” 


“Don’t be,” Bobby replied. “Ares is just doing his job.” He 
bent and held his hand out for the guard dog to sniff. 
Satisfied that he wouldn’t be eaten during the night, Bobby 
stood and addressed Dane. “I hope | came at a good time.” 


“Perfect. The cleaning crew just left.” Dane stepped back 
and called Ares to his side. “Come in.” 


Bobby stepped into the large marble foyer and gawked like 
a kid entering Disneyland for the first time. How would he 
be able to fit into the world Dane obviously came from? 


“Quite a place,” Chet remarked, resting a hand on the small 
of Bobby’s back. 


Dane blushed. “Please don’t think badly of me. | was 
brought up to make sound investment decisions in 
everything | buy, and my accountant told me this place was 
under-priced.” 


“I don’t think badly of you at all,” Bobby said. “I'll just have 
to remember to keep my socks picked up.” 


Dane laughed and led them up a wide staircase that 
seemed to curve around for no other reason than looks. 
“Why do you think | had an entire crew here cleaning this 
morning?” 


Bobby reached the second floor and waited for Chet before 
following Dane down the hallway. 


Dane opened the first door before moving to the next. “You 
can take your pick of rooms. This one has a better view, but 
the one at the end of the hall is a lot bigger.” 


Bobby glanced into the first room. A large set of French 
doors led out to a small balcony overlooking a private lake. 
“You weren’t kidding about the view. l'Il take this one.” 


“Don’t you want to at least see the other one?” Dane asked 
from the doorway. 


Turning away from the view, Bobby shook his head. “This 
one’s three times bigger than what I’m used to. | can’t 
imagine what I’d do with more than this.” 


Chet whispered in Bobby’s ear. “lIl get you the address of 
the dump.” 


“No kidding,” Bobby whispered back. The room was 
equipped with a large four-poster bed and a small sitting 
area done entirely in white. The couch and accompanying 


chairs looked like big clouds floating in the centre of the 
room. 


“Would you rather have a tour of the rest of the house first 
or bring in your things?” Dane asked, still standing in the 
doorway. 


“Why don’t we go ahead and unload. Coach Sloan has a 
meeting he needs to get to in an hour,” Bobby told his new 
roommate. 


Dane nodded and disappeared out of the doorway. Bobby 
turned to Chet. “Can you believe this place?” 


“It’s something all right. One day you'll be able to afford a 
house like this, though.” 


Bobby knew that wasn’t the case, but he was fine living ona 
social worker’s salary. “I don’t need anything this big to be 


happy.” 


* OK OK OX 


After several minutes of making out with Chet in his new 
bedroom, Bobby watched Chet’s SUV disappear down the 
driveway. He sighed and closed the front door. Because 
Chet’s meeting would probably run late and it was Bobby’s 
first night in his new home, they’d agreed to meet for lunch 
the following day. 


“Dane?” he called, walking towards the back of the house. 
He hadn’t had his tour yet, but Dane had excused himself to 
his study after they’d carried the last box in. “Dane?” 


“In here,” Dane answered. 


Bobby rounded a corner and came to a short hallway. The 
doors were open so he glanced inside the rooms until he 
found Dane, Ares sitting close by. Unlike everything else in 
the house, Dane’s study seemed in complete disarray. 
Books and papers were strewn on every available surface, 
making it difficult to concentrate on the lone man standing 
in front of a wall of books. “Chet just left,” he announced. 


Dane glanced over his shoulder. “He seems nice.” He pulled 
a ratty-looking leather bound book from the shelf and 
turned around. “Am | wrong in thinking the two of you are 
more than coach and player?” 


Although it was the first time since he’d arrived that 
someone had asked, Bobby knew it wouldn’t be the last. 
“No, you're not wrong. I’ve known him since | was in high 
school.” 


Dane’s blond eyebrows rose. “You’ve dated since you were a 
teenager?” 


Bobby shook his head and headed out of the claustrophobic 
room. “lIl tell you all about it over a bottle of water.” 


Dane followed Bobby into the kitchen and set his book on 
the breakfast table before retrieving two bottles of water 
from the fridge. Within seconds, Ares was once again at 
Dane's side. Ares might not be the world’s best guard dog 
from what Bobby had seen, but he was truly devoted to his 
master. 


“| hope you don’t think I’m being too nosy. You Know you 
don’t have to tell me anything if you don’t want to,” Dane 
said. 


“No, that’s okay. If we’re going to live together, you should 
know why Chet wants to keep the fact that we'll be dating 
quiet.” Bobby went on to explain the strained relationship 
and their hours-old reconciliation. “Although | know he loves 
me, | want him to get to know the person I’ve become and 
not who | was.” 


“And how’s he supposed to do that if you have to hide the 
fact you’re dating?” Dane asked, pushing his glasses up. 


“He wants to hide it, not me,” Bobby clarified. He rubbed his 
hands together, making a decision to share his secret with 
Dane. It would be too hard to hide his injury from Dane if 
they were living together. “Chet doesn’t know it yet, but my 
future in football is seriously doubtful.” 


“Huh?” 


Bobby took a deep breath. “I have a partially torn ACL. It 
happened two days before finals last semester.” 


Dane’s jaw dropped. “You had surgery less than three 
months ago and you're planning to play this season?” 


Bobby shook his head. Soccer players were just as 
susceptible to ACL tears as football players, so he was sure 
Dane was familiar with the injury. “No. At first the doctor 
thought the tear might heal on its own if | rested it, but by 
the time he suggested surgery, it was too late to have it and 
still be ready for the season.” 


“So you’re planning to play anyway?” Dane shook his head. 
“That could really mess you up.” 


“I know,” Bobby acknowledged. “But if | don’t play, | don’t 
get my scholarship. If | can make it through at least part of 
the season | don’t think they'll take the scholarship away.” 


“But if you have the surgery there’s an excellent chance of 
full recovery before the draft.” 


Bobby had been over every possible scenario and they all 
led to the same conclusion. “Do you really think a running 
back coming off ACL surgery will be picked up in the draft 
after having sat out his senior year? Especially a player who 
refuses to live life in the closet? | doubt it, and that’s why 
finishing my degree is so important to me.” 


“What does Coach Sloan say about it?” 


“He doesn’t know. It would put him in a bad position if | did. 
He’d be torn between telling the scholarship committee and 
letting me play injured.” 


“Yeah, but you'd also be deceiving him. How do you think 
he’ll take it once he finds out you’ve been lying?” 


Bobby crossed his arms on the table and buried his face in 
the pocket they created. “I don’t know.” 


“Excuse me if I’m crossing the line, but how do you expect 
him to get to know the man you’ve become if you’re lying to 
him?” 


Good question. 


* OK OK OX 


Bobby decided to wait until after his conditioning 
appointment with Julian before making a final decision on 
whether or not to tell Chet about his knee. 


He entered the weight room and glanced around, 
impressed. “You’ve got a lot of state-of-the-art equipment in 
here.” 


Julian slowed the treadmill to a stop and stepped off. “Yeah. 
After we won the Holiday Bowl, corporate donations came 
pouring in, including three VertiMax systems.” Julian 
grinned. “Guess what I’m going to have you working on?” 


“The VertiMax?” Bobby guessed. He’d worked out on one of 
the elastic band resistance strengthening machines before 
but not since his injury. 


“Yep.” Julian stared Bobby in the eyes. “You think you can 
handle that?” 


Since his injury, Bobby had tried to keep a good regimen of 
prescribed exercises like hamstring curls and shallow 
standing knee bends, but he knew his knee wasn’t up to 
jumping up and down on the VertiMax. 


It soon became obvious by the challenging expression on 
Julian’s face he knew something was wrong with Bobby’s 
knee. He stared back at Julian for several moments before 
answering. “No, and something gives me the feeling you 
already know that.” 


“Okay then, follow me.” Julian turned and walked towards an 
office in the corner of the exercise area. 


Julian motioned for Bobby to shut the door. “Drop the sweats 
and have a seat,” he said, indicating the treatment table. 
The muscles in Julian’s jaw ticked, broadcasting his anger, 
so Bobby didn’t question him. 


In nothing but his T-shirt and a pair of underwear, Bobby sat 
on the training table and stretched his injured leg out. At 


that point he figured there was little reason to hide his 
injury. The big question was what Julian would do about it. 


Julian greased his hands with massage oil before walking to 
the table. “Knee?” 


Bobby nodded. “ACL partial tear almost eleven weeks ago.” 


Julian massaged Bobby’s knee while he spoke. “So you knew 
about it when you called Justin?” 


Bobby nodded again. “I can play. Up until a week ago, | was 
getting physical therapy. | may not be able to run at my 
normal speed, but | won’t slack off on training or therapy. As 
soon as the season’s over, l'Il have surgery if the doctor still 
advises it.” 


“You know we can’t let you play without a doctor’s release, 
right?” 


Bobby had rarely begged for anything, but he was prepared 
to do whatever it took to earn Julian’s faith. “I’ll work my ass 
off, | promise. Just give me two more weeks to heal, and I'll 
go to whatever doctor you want.” 


Julian narrowed his eyes and wiped his hands on a towel. 
“Do you want to go pro so badly you’d risk damaging your 
knee even more than it is in order to play this year?” 


“No. | want a degree. | can’t get it without the scholarship,” 
he admitted. 


With his hands on his hips, Julian dropped his head and 
muttered to himself for several moments. “Can you run at 
all?” 


“Yeah. | haven't gone full barrel yet, but I’ve jogged on the 
treadmill and I’ve tried to get in at least twenty minutes on 
the elliptical every day.” Bobby shrugged. “Well, before | left 
home anyway.” 


“If you’ve been doing that, why’re your muscles showing 
signs of atrophy?” 


“Because I’m afraid of overdoing it, so | haven’t pushed 
myself. Before | got hurt, | ran five miles a day and worked 
on strength training at least two hours a day. There’s no way 
| could keep up that schedule with my knee the way it is.” 


Julian bent over and picked up Bobby’s shorts. “Put these 
back on and meet me at the treadmill.” 


* OK OK OX 


By the time he finished with Julian’s workout, Bobby was in 
some serious pain, but he pasted a smile on his face and 
headed for the shower. He dropped his clothes on the locker 
room bench and grabbed a towel from the rack. 


Bobby groaned as the warm water hit him. He tilted his face 
up to the spray and let the tears fall. Not only was the pain 
eating him alive but so was the guilt. He should’ve told 
Julian when his knee had started hurting, but he was afraid 
the trainer would pull him off the equipment and send him 
back to Arkansas. 


The sound of the shower curtain sliding open signalled a 
visitor. “All done?” a familiar voice asked. 


Shit. Bobby had hoped he’d have a few moments alone to 
get himself together. He scrubbed his hands over his face 
and turned around. “Yep. Julian’s a hardass, but he’ll have 
me back in shape in no time.” 


Chet’s frame filled the shower opening as he stared at 
Bobby. “He told me you were having some problems with 
your knee.” 


Fuck. “Yeah, but it’s getting better all the time. | shouldn’t 
have any problems by the time the season starts.” Bobby 
held his breath, hoping Julian hadn’t given Chet a full 
rundown of his injury. 


“You should’ve told me,” Chet grumbled. 


“| didn’t want you to worry. It’ll be fine in a couple of 
weeks.” Bobby tried to stand with his weight balanced 
evenly on both feet so as not to draw attention. 


Chet’s gaze zeroed in on Bobby’s left knee. “Does it feel 
sturdy enough to take a hit?” 


“Not quite, but it will.” Understatement of the year. 


Chet slowly looked his way up Bobby’s body, stopping to 
stare at Bobby’s flaccid cock. That more than anything 
should’ve given him away. Normally Bobby’s cock would be 
fully hard at the first sound of Chet’s voice, but even after 
seconds of Chet eating him alive with his eyes, nothing. 
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“Julian asked if we want to have dinner with him and Koby,’ 
Chet finally said. 


“Sure, if you want to. Mind if | call Dane and invite him?” 


“No, go ahead,” he said after a brief pause. He took one last 
look at Bobby’s limp dick and stepped out of the doorway. 
“I'll be in my office when you’re done,” he said, closing the 
curtain. 


The moment he heard Chet’s footsteps on the tile, Bobby 
dropped to the floor. He worked his hands over his swelling 
knee and willed it to return to normal as once again, the 
tears began to slide down his face. Was he being unfair by 
taking a scholarship that could’ve gone to a talented 
incoming freshman? Bobby knew the only reason he’d 
received the late scholarship was because of his name. 
There was no doubt the fund had been scraped empty to 
give him the money he needed. 


With the compounding guilt, Bobby began to wonder if a 
degree was worth it. What kind of social worker would he be 
after the deceit he’d resorted to in order to become one in 
the first place. 


* OK OK OX 


Chet walked into his office and shut the door. It was 
something he rarely did out of respect for his staff and 
players, but after Bobby’s reaction to him in the shower, it 
was something he desperately needed. He’d finally taken 
Bobby into his bed and opened his heart and mind to the 
possibility of something more. Could it be possible that after 
only a few days together Bobby was already losing interest? 
Troubling memories of his mom drifted to the forefront. 


A knock on the door brought him out of his thoughts. “Who 
is it?” 


“The big bad wolf,” Julian replied. Chet could imagine his 
best friend rolling his eyes as he said it. 


“Come in.” 


Julian stepped into the office and made a big production out 
of shutting it. “Where’s your ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign?” 


“Fuck off.” Chet usually enjoyed Julian’s sense of humour, 
but he wasn’t in the mood. “What do you need?” 


“A million bucks and a blow job in the next five minutes. 
What do you need?” 


Chet laid his palms flat on his desk and leant forward. “Not 
today, Julian.” 


Julian held up his hands. “Fine. Did you ask Bobby Ray about 
dinner?” 


“Yeah, but he wants to ask Dane.” 
“So much for the double date idea.” 


Chet stared out the window for several moments. “Do you 
think it’s possible he’s losing interest?” 


Julian jumped out of the chair like his ass was on fire. “Do | 
look like a damn woman?” He shook his head and headed 
for the door. “When you need to know how to cure jock itch 
or something else manly, give me a call, but leave me the 
hell out of your chick shit.” 


Julian opened the door and walked through, but before he 
shut it, he poked his head back in and smiled. “No way is he 
tired of you. The guy thinks you walk on water for fuck sake. 
Now grab your balls and let’s go have dinner.” 


Despite his earlier annoyance with Julian, Chet appreciated 
the way Julian could change his mood within minutes. He 
balled up a piece of paper and threw it at his friend. “Get 
the fuck out, you jackass.” 


After Julian left, Chet opened his desk drawer and pulled out 
a small picture of Bobby that he’d cut out of a Sports 
Illustrated article. It didn’t matter how many times he 
looked at the picture it always made him smile. Unlike the 
majority of the pictures of Bobby Ray out there, this one had 
been taken back home in Arkansas. In it Bobby held up a 
Snapping turtle who'd stolen his bait while fishing. The goofy 
expression on Bobby’s face was priceless and one that Chet 
never tired of. 


“I’m ready,” Bobby said, sticking his head in the door. 


“Be right there.” Chet put the framed picture back in his 
drawer. He hoped to one day see that expression in person 
instead of in a magazine photo. 


* OK OK OX 


“Dane’s here,” Bobby announced, getting up from the table 
to go meet his roommate. 


Chet watched Bobby cross the restaurant. He stopped in 
front of his friend and the two men talked for a brief 
moment before both disappearing down the hallway 
towards the restroom. 


“What, they’re so close all the sudden they have to hold 
hands while they pee?” Julian asked around a chuckle. 


Uneasy, Chet rose from his chair. “lIl be right back.” 


As he made his way to the restroom, the hairs on the back 
of his neck stood on end. Dane jumped the moment Chet 
pushed open the door. 


“Hey,” Dane greeted. “We’ll be out in a minute.” 


Chet looked past Dane to the closed stall door. He nudged 
Dane out of the way and knocked on the cold painted metal. 
“Everything okay?” 


“Uhhh, yeah, I’m almost done.” 


Through the slight crack in the door, Chet could see Bobby 
wasn’t even sitting on the toilet. Chet grabbed the top of 
the door and hoisted himself up until he could see over the 
Stall. With his pants around his ankles, Bobby was in the 
middle of wrapping a cold pack around his knee. “Open the 
door.” 


Bobby glanced up at Chet and secured the Velcro firmly in 
place. “Hang on. Let me pull my jeans up.” 


Chet lowered himself to the floor and turned to Dane. 
“Would you mind joining the others while | have a word with 
Bobby?” 


Dane, who’d been steadily working on biting his thumbnail 
off, glanced at the closed stall door. “Bobby?” 


“It’s okay,” Bobby said, opening the door. He patted Dane 
on the shoulder and smiled. “Thanks for your help, but I’ve 
got it from here.” 


“You sure?” Dane asked. 


“Yeah ; ” 


Although part of the conspiracy to deceive him, Chet had to 
give Dane points for loyalty. The two men had only known 
each other a few days and already they seemed like best 
friends. 


“Don’t be mad at Dane,” Bobby started. 


“I'm not.” Chet leaned his back against the door and 
crossed his arms over his chest. “How bad are you hurtin’?” 


Bobby bit his bottom lip and had the decency to look guilty. 
“Pretty bad, but I’m sure it’s just because it’s been a while 
since I’ve worked out like | did today.” 


Chet’s biggest fear had come to fruition. Caught between 
being a coach and being a lover, he warred with himself on 
what to do. It was the first real test of their new relationship 
and he wanted to get it right. “Why don’t we go back to my 
house? l'Il help you ice it down and we can talk.” 


“Are you mad?” Bobby asked. 


“Some, but more than anything, I’m hurt that you went to 
Dane for help instead of coming to me.” Bobby opened his 
mouth to protest, but Chet held his hand up. “I didn’t say | 
don’t understand why you did it, but maybe that’s 
something else we should talk about.” 


Chet opened the door and wrapped a supportive arm around 
Bobby’s waist. “By the way, you’re going to have to deal 
with Julian. He won’t be happy you pushed yourself so 
hard.” 


“| know.” 


“Do you? Because you haven't seen Julian mad. Believe me, 
it’s not pretty.” 


“Just get me out of here, and | promise to deal with Julian 
tomorrow.” 


Once back at the table, Chet opened his wallet and signalled 
for the waitress. “Can we get these two plates put in to-go 
containers?” 


After the waitress accepted Chet’s money and took away 
the plates of food, Chet addressed Julian. “I think Bobby 
over did it today. I’m going to take him home and ice him 
down.” 


Julian narrowed his eyes and stared straight at Bobby. “Just 
sore or something worse?” 


“Just sore, | think,” Bobby said. “lIl be back in the training 
room in the morning, don’t worry.” 


“Sorry about dinner,” Bobby told Dane. 
“It’s okay. Will you be home tonight?” Dane asked. 
“No,” Chet answered. 


Bobby elbowed Chet in the ribs. “I can answer a simple 
question for myself,” he reminded Chet. “lIl catch up with 
you sometime tomorrow,” he told Dane. 


Chet took the takeout containers from the waitress and 
passed her back a tip. “Thanks.” 


“Call me in the morning if you’re too sore to work out,” 
Julian instructed. 


“|I won't be,” Bobby threw over his shoulder as they left the 
restaurant. 


“You won't be sore? Or you'll work out regardless?” Chet 
asked, helping Bobby into the SUV. 


“lII work out regardless. I’ve got a coach who'll be on my 
ass if I’m not in shape for practice on Thursday.” 


“And a boyfriend who'll make sure you don’t do anything to 
Cause serious damage to yourself.” Chet was pleased with 
himself after that remark. Yeah, he could do this boyfriend- 
coach thing after all. 


* OK OK x 


Dane agreed to go with Bobby to BK House the following 
day after his workout. “Looks like you’re still favouring your 
left leg,” Dane said as he got out of his small silver 
Mercedes SLK. 


“A little. Julian was pissed because of yesterday, so he got 
even today.” 


“He worked you that hard even though you were already 
sore?” 


“No, just the opposite. He made me sit in an ice bath for an 
hour. | think I’ve lost all feeling from the waist down.” Bobby 
walked into BK House like Locky had instructed. “You’ve 
been here before, right?” 


Dane grinned. “I lived here for two years, but found it hard 
to study.” 


“Too noisy?” Bobby asked, heading towards the common 
room. 


“No, too many people.” Dane ducked his head. “I told you, 
I’m not comfortable around people.” 


Bobby wrapped his arm around Dane’s neck and pulled him 
in to rub the top of his head. “I think you’re great.” 


“I think you’re pretty great, too,” Dane mumbled, pushing 
Bobby away. 


There were only two people in the large room, one playing 
pool and the other in front of the large television mounted 
on the wall. 


“Is that Scatterbug Triple Threat?” Dane asked. 


The guy playing looked up in surprise. “Yeah. It’s not even in 
the stores yet. Mr Bianchi brought it over earlier. Wanna 


play?” 
Dane looked at Bobby. “You mind?” 


Bobby shoved Dane towards the couch. “Go play your stupid 
game, geek boy.” 


“You only say that because you’ve never played.” 
“Neither have you,” Bobby fired back. 


“You're right, but I’m about to.” Dane jumped onto the 
couch with more enthusiasm than Bobby had seen from him 
outside of having his nose buried in that damn book he 
carried around all the time. Go Dane. 


Bobby decided to introduce himself to the cute blond at the 
pool table. “Hey,” he greeted. “I’m...” 
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“Bobby Ray Sikes,” the guy finished for him. “I’m a big fan.’ 
The kid moved his pool stick to his left hand and stuck out 
his right. “I’m Chase Hughs, freshman quarterback from 
Cattle Valley, Wyoming.” 


“Good to meet you.” Bobby was flattered the freshman 
player knew who he was. “Care to play a game?” 


Chase’s eyes opened wide. “You want to play with me?” 
“| wouldn’t have asked if | didn’t.” 


Chase looked up at the large digital clock on the wall. “I'd 
love to, but it'll have to be a short one. I’m due at work in an 
hour.” 


“Work?” 


“Yeah. Mr Bianchi gave me a full-time job cleaning offices 
after hours. It’ll work perfectly once practice starts because 
as long as | get my work done before the place opens in the 
morning, | can pretty much set my own hours.” 


In the three years he’d played football at college level, 
Bobby had never heard of a player having a full-time job. 
“You on scholarship?” 


“Partial. My tuition and part of my dorm fees are covered, 
but | still have to come up with money for books, food 
and...” Chase held his hands up and gestured around the 
room. “It’s worth it though. | can’t imagine living in the 
regular dorms.” 


“Take it from me. They suck.” Bobby grabbed the rack off 
the peg on the wall and set up the table. 


He spent the next thirty minutes getting his ass beat by 
Chase before the younger man had to quit to go to work. 
“Sorry, maybe next time we can play two out of three or 
something,” Chase said on his way out of the door. 


Bobby stared in the eighteen-year-old’s direction long after 
he’d disappeared from sight. Chase had talked nonstop 
about his love of the game, and how excited he was to play 
for Coach Nelson and Coach Sloan. Bobby had hated to 
break it to the kid that Justin Nelson only helped with the 
team when he wasn’t coaching the junior high kids. 


Chase had laughed and simply said, “Duh. I’ve read 
everything written about Coach Nelson, but just the chance 
to have him give me a few tips here and there is worth it. 
And getting a scholarship was the only way it could 
happen.” 


“| hear ya,” Bobby had said. “I’m a scholarship kid, too.” 


Bobby turned away from the door and rubbed his chest. 
Chase had the next four years in front of him. Maybe, if he 
was lucky, he’d get a full ride next year. Surely a guy of 
eighteen could survive on only a few hours of sleep a day, 
right? Yet another stone of guilt landed in Bobby’s gut. 


Chapter Five 


Bobby went to the practice field early to watch the incoming 
freshmen go through drills before the rest of the team took 
the field. He’d been ordered to sit the first couple of 
practices out until Julian and Chet were confident his knee 
could handle the normal drills the team was put through. 


He’d overheard Chet discussing the talented crop of players 
with Coach Nelson the previous day and wanted to see for 
himself how good they really were. It seemed Coach Nelson 
was more than just a nice guy. He was known around the 
conference as the Star Recruiter because he seemed to get 
the pick of the litter every year. 


As Bobby watched the practice, his gaze landed on Chase 
Hughs, the quarterback he’d met a few days earlier. In the 
five minutes Bobby observed the enthusiastic player, Chase 
yawned three times. No wonder. Between conditioning, a 
full-time job and trying to adjust to life away from home, 
Chase had to be dead on his feet. 


On the scooter he’d become known for, Coach Nelson drove 
to where Chase was tossing the ball with another player. 
Bobby smiled at the expression on Chase’s face as Coach 
Nelson gave him a few tips. There was something in Chase 
that made Bobby uncomfortable and it suddenly dawned on 
him what it was. Chase not only played football, he seemed 
to live for it, love it. Bobby wouldn’t be surprised if Chase 
ran through plays in his sleep. Have I ever felt like that? 


He knew the answer as soon as he'd asked himself the 
question. No. He’d always enjoyed the game more because 
he seemed to take to it naturally than because he loved the 
game itself. His childhood hadn’t been like most kids his 
age. Never had he been allowed to sit in front of the 
television and watch cartoons all day. If he didn’t have 
chores to do, he was expected to be out of the house finding 
something that involved a ball to occupy his time. 


It wasn’t until he was in high school that he’d played his first 
video game at a friend’s house. The only thing Bobby had 
been allowed to do that didn’t involve a ball was fishing in 
the family pond. He’d loved his dad, but there were times 
he’d felt he was living his life for his dad rather than for 
himself. 


Earl Sikes had been a star football player in high school, and 
he was bound and determined that his only child would be 
even better. His dream for Bobby Ray was to play his way 
through college, something Earl had never been quite good 
enough to do. 


Watching Chase made Bobby feel like a fake. He spotted the 
more experienced players jogging towards the practice field 
and tried to push Chase from his mind. 


After an hour of watching last year’s team practice, Bobby 
couldn't take anymore. The junior running back, Colson 
Farley, was good—damn good. Bobby wondered what 
Colson thought of a senior dropping in to take his position. 
He stood and tried to sneak away without garnering Chet’s 
attention. He managed to evade Chet’s notice, but not 
Julian’s. 


“Bobby Ray, wait up,” Julian called, running towards him. 


Shit. Bobby stopped and shielded his eyes against the bright 
afternoon sun. “Hey.” 


Julian slowed to a stop when he reached Bobby. “Is 
everything okay? You’re not hurtin’ are you?” 


Actually, he felt like he was dying, but he couldn’t tell Julian 
that. “Just thirsty. Thought I’d go in for a bottle of water.” 


Julian’s eyebrows drew together. “There’s water right down 
there on the field.” 


“Yeah, for the players. | don’t think | qualify today.” Bobby 
turned and started moving towards the safety of the locker 
room. 


“Why don’t you soak your knee in the tub while you’re in 
there,” Julian suggested. 


Bobby lifted his hand in acknowledgement and continued 
walking, trying his best not to limp. Once he stepped into 
the air conditioned facility he grabbed a bottle of water out 
of the fridge in the exercise room. As he drank, he stared at 
the VertiMax. He knew he wouldn’t be well enough to play 
until he could gather the guts to work out on that damn 
thing. 


Bobby put the bottle down, and began the process of setting 
up the tension bands on the machine. He found the belt 
draped over the nearby bench and fastened it around his 
waist. Finally clipped to the tension bands, Bobby took a 
deep breath. After counting down from three, Bobby 
attempted his first jump. Although not pretty, he managed 
to land the jump without crumpling to the ground. He tried 
again, this time using more force on his push-off. His left leg 
started to buckle on the landing, but he kept his footing. It 


seemed he’d reached his limit and he’d barely been able to 
get off the ground. 


He tore off the belt and left it on the VertiMax still clipped to 
the tension bands. Bobby grabbed the bottle of water and 
finished it off on his way to Chet’s office. He sat in one of 
the chairs in front of Chet’s desk and slid the phone closer, 
punching in numbers without thought. 


“Hello?” 


“Hi, Mom.” Bobby rested his forehead against the edge of 
the desk with the handset held in a white-knuckle grip. 


“Is everything okay? You don’t sound like yourself.” 


“Right now I don’t even know who I am, so | don’t doubt | 
sound different.” 


“You're talking in puzzles, Bobby Ray. Spit it out. What’s 
going on?” Ellen asked. 


“My knees not getting better. | had a plan before | left home, 
but now I don’t think | can go through with it.” 


“You need that surgery, don’t you?” 


“Yeah. Either that or give up football.” Bobby turned his 
head to the side and rested his cheek on the cool metal 
desktop. 


“What does Chet say?” 


Bobby bit his bottom lip. “I haven’t told him. He thinks I’m 
getting better.” He knew he had to tell his mom all of it or 
the guilt would eat him alive. “Here’s the thing. All | have to 
do is step on that field in my first game and the scholarship 


is mine regardless, that’s the deal | worked out with Coach 
Nelson. So, | figured, I’d fake my way through a couple of 
games and take my chances that the surgery would fix any 
damage | do.” 


“But...” Ellen prompted when Bobby didn’t continue. 


“I like these people. And I can’t help but feel that I’m 
cheating my way through college.” 


“That’s because in a way you are. | can’t tell you what to do, 
Bobby Ray, but you know | can’t send you any more money 

than | already do. Believe me, | wish | could, but it’s just not 
there. That’s why the scholarship is so important.” 


“I know.” Chase’s face kept popping up in his guilt-ridden 
mind. “I guess it’s something l'Il have to think about.” 


“I’m sorry that | can’t do more for you, baby.” 


“Don’t be sorry, Mom. I’m twenty-two. | should be able to 
figure this out on my own.” 


“You're still my baby, don’t forget that. Call me anytime.” 


“I will. Thanks.” Bobby hung up the phone and groaned in 
frustration. After talking to Chase, Bobby had sat down and 
figured out the cost of the credit hours he needed to 
graduate. They were more than he could pay for even with a 
good job. He was pretty sure Chet would let him live at his 
house, but that wasn’t the way Bobby wanted to get there. 


Leaning back in the chair, Bobby decided to play it day by 
day until the moment came when he couldn't take his 
decision back. 


* OK OK OX 


“Chet?” 


“I’m in here,” Chet answered, putting the finishing touches 
on one of his most recent model aeroplanes. 


Dressed only in a loosely-tied robe, Bobby stepped into the 
guest room and grinned. “What’s that? Playing with toys on 
the sly?” 


Chet held up the plane. “It’s a Cessna 182 radio-controlled 
plane. I’m not sure | would consider it a toy. It took hours to 
complete and a hell of a lot of money.” 


Bobby separated his robe and straddled Chet’s lap. “You can 
really fly that thing?” 


“Sure, as long as I’ve put it together right.” Chet slipped his 
hands inside the robe and ran his palms down Bobby’s back. 
There was something so warm and peaceful about the man 
in his arms. Chet sighed and rested his forehead against 
Bobby’s shoulder. While he knew he could seduce Bobby 
into going back to bed for a while, Chet found he rather 
liked just holding the man he’d fallen in love with. 


“This is so cool. Why didn’t | know you did this?” 


Chet had come to realise in the last several weeks that he 
and Bobby actually knew very little about each other 
outside of football. It didn’t diminish Chet’s feelings in any 
way. On the contrary, Chet found it exciting to discover new 
sides to Bobby, and he hoped Bobby felt the same. “I hadn’t 
worked on this one for a couple of months, but | found it 
while cleaning the garage the other day and decided to 


finish it. You want to go out to the airstrip with me to see if 
She flies?” 


“Hell yeah,” Bobby said. 


Within minutes Chet had the plane loaded in the back of his 
SUV along with his trusty four channel radio. He grabbed a 
blanket out of the linen closet and a few supplies from the 
bedroom and they were ready. “I thought maybe we’d have 
a picnic. Ya know, make a day of it. Feel like stopping by the 
deli and picking up a couple of sandwiches on the way?” 


Bobby reached over and tickled the skin on Chet’s neck with 
his fingertips. “Sure, | guess, although I’ve never been to a 
picnic at the airport.” 


Chet laughed and reached over to squeeze Bobby’s upper 
thigh. “We’re not going to the airport. We’re going to the 
airstrip. It’s a big field out in the middle of nowhere with a 
Small dirt track on it. Perfect for flying and privacy.” He 
moved his hand further up Bobby’s leg to brush the back of 
his hand against the front of Bobby’s gym shorts. “I found it 
a couple of years ago and asked the owner if | could fly from 
it occasionally.” 


Bobby pushed his shorts down far enough for the head of 
his cock to peek out over the waistband. “I can take them 
off if you want?” 


Chet brushed his thumb over the tip, gathering a drop of 
pre-cum, before sucking it into his mouth. It was hard 
enough to concentrate on driving with the taste of Bobby 
coating his tongue. No way could he function responsibly if 
his little sex machine was naked from the waist down. “Hold 
that thought until we get to the airstrip.” 


Chet pulled in front of a small deli he’d found soon after 
he’d arrived in town. “Coming or staying?” 


Bobby glanced down at his hard cock. “What do you think?” 


Laughing, Chet gave Bobby’s cock one last squeeze before 
climbing out of the SUV. It was building up to be a fantastic 
Sunday afternoon. 


* OK OK OX 


Naked, Bobby lay on his back and watched the aeroplane as 
it soared through the sky. Chet stood a few feet away, 
equally naked, with a huge smile plastered to his face. 
Bobby’s gaze alternated between watching the tricks Chet 
was able to perform with his plane and watching the man 
who had captured his heart so long ago. 


Lust for the like-minded man might have been what had 
initially driven him into Chet’s arms, but Bobby knew his 
feelings had grown far beyond an eighteen-year-old’s 
curiosity. For three years while playing football under 
another head coach, Bobby dreamed of someday playing for 
Chet. Now that he had the chance, Bobby wasn’t sure he 
wanted it. 


Chet made a noise of jubilation. “Did you see that one?” 


Bobby looked away from Chet’s half-hard cock to his face. 
“Nope. Sorry, | was distracted.” 


Chet took his attention off the plane and glanced down at 
Bobby. Within seconds, Chet’s cock started to harden. “Give 


me a minute and we'll see what we can do about that 
distraction problem you seem to be having.” 


Bobby got to his feet. “I have another idea.” He moved to 
kneel in front of Chet, the soft field grass cushioning his 
knees. With Chet still flying the plane, Bobby wrapped his 
hand around the base of Chet’s cock and licked his way 
from root to crown. The sun-warmed skin felt heavenly 
against Bobby’s tongue, but he craved the fluid forming at 
the slit. 


Chet thrust his hips forward when Bobby enveloped the 
head of his cock with his mouth. “Shit. | gotta get this thing 
on the ground.” 


Bobby continued to work his way up and down Chet’s length 
as Chet tried to land the plane safely. The moment the plane 
was on the ground, Chet stepped back, pulling his cock free 

of Bobby’s mouth. “Blanket,” he growled. 


Bobby wiped his mouth as Chet helped him stand. “I like it 
out here,” he whispered against Chet’s lips. 


“Me, too.” Without releasing his hold on Bobby, Chet walked 
them towards the blanket. 


Bobby eased down and reached for the lube as Chet rolled 
on a condom. “Are you ever going to fuck me without one of 
those things?” 


“Not until I’m sure,” Chet answered. 
“Sure of what? I’m clean. I’ve already told you that.” 


Chet shook his head and knelt between Bobby’s legs. “It’s 
not about being disease-free for me. It’s about committing 
my heart one hundred per cent to one person. 


Unfortunately, in this state | can’t legally marry that one 
special someone, but | can give him something no one else 
has ever had.” 


Although Chet’s words were beautiful, it hurt Bobby to know 
Chet still didn’t believe enough in him to know he was that 
one special person. “I can be that person for you.” 


Chet took the lube out of Bobby’s hand and coated his 
fingers. “We’ll have a better idea if that’s true or not after 
football season’s over.” 


Bobby was spread wide open with Chet’s fingers working his 
asshole and still Chet looked at him as a player instead of 
an equal. Closing his eyes, Bobby tried to calm his racing 
heart. It was no use. His anger bubbled up and exploded. 


“Damn you.” Bobby pushed Chet and scrambled out from 
under him. He stood and grabbed his shorts and underwear. 


“What the hell’d | do?” Chet asked, getting to his feet. 


“Just take me home,” Bobby said, stuffing his feet into his 
sneakers. He bent and picked up the sack of lunch trash and 
his shirt before heading to the SUV. 


“Dammit, Bobby!” Chet yelled. 


He opened the door and climbed into the passenger seat. 
The SUV was hotter than hell, but no way would he go back 
and ask Chet for the keys so he could roll down the 
windows. He mopped at his face with his T-shirt and stared 
straight ahead. The back of the vehicle opened and Chet set 
the plane inside before slamming the lift gate closed hard 
enough to make the entire SUV shake. 


Bobby didn’t even glance Chet’s way when he got behind 
the wheel and fired up the engine. What good would it do to 
get into an argument? Bobby knew as long as he played 
ball, Chet would always see him as a player first and a 
boyfriend second. He’d been stupid to think he could have 
both. 


Not a word was spoken on the drive home. Chet pulled into 
the garage, and Bobby immediately got out and headed for 
his pickup. 


“That’s it? You’re not going to say anything?” Chet asked. 


Bobby turned his head to the side to yell over his shoulder. 
“Yeah. Give me a call when football season’s over.” 


* OK OK OX 


Bobby sat on the deep leather couch in the media room of 
Dane’s house and stared at the piece of paper in his hand. It 
had been four days since he’d spoken to Chet. It seemed he 
wasn’t the only one in the mood to avoid a potential fight. 
Chet had started passing basic coaching messages through 
Julian. 


The answer to the most important of those messages was in 
Bobby’s hand. He’d finally done it. He’d sold his soul and 
values to play one more year of football. 


“How'd it go?” Dane asked, hopping over the back of the 
couch to sit beside Bobby. 


Bobby passed him the sheet of paper. “It was a lot easier 
than | thought.” 


Dane whistled and set the paper on the end table. “How’d 
you get a doctor to sign off on it?” 


“I told him about the partial tear but | lied about the dates. | 
told him | felt a hundred per cent better and my knee 
seemed to be stable enough for me to return to football. He 
examined me, made me pee in a cup and dallied with my 
balls while | coughed.” 


“That’s it?” 


“Not quite. He put me through a few exercises, but I’ve 
gotten so good at hiding the pain he had no idea.” 


Dane pushed his glasses up on his nose and made a 
disapproving noise. “Did you tell Coach Sloan?” 


“Nope. | thought I’d put the release on his desk tomorrow 
before practice.” 


Dane wrapped his arms around Bobby’s arm and hugged it, 
fitting his head on Bobby’s shoulder. “I wish you’d go talk to 
him. You’ve been so miserable the last few days.” 


Bobby kissed the top of Dane’s blond head. Even though 
Dane was older, Bobby couldn’t help but think of the guy 
like a younger brother. Maybe it was Dane’s naive nature or 
the fact that even though he claimed to feel uncomfortable 
around people, he sure did like physical attention of any 
kind. Bobby often wondered if Dane received any affection 
at all when he was a child. 


“Have you ever loved someone older?” 


“Yeah,” Dane whispered. “Why?” 


“Because I’m trying like hell to figure out a way for Chet to 
see me as a man and not a player or a student.” 


Dane moved his head to rest his chin on Bobby’s shoulder. 
“| don’t know, but if you figure it out would you let me 
know?” 


Bobby grinned and narrowed his eyes. “What’re you keeping 
from me? You have a crush on someone?” 


“No!” Dane tried to pull away, but Bobby saw the lie written 
all over his friend’s face. 


He held on tight and tried to go through everything he knew 
about Dane. Hell, the man never went out unless it was with 
him, so who could it be? He thought of the book Dane never 
seemed to be without. “Is it Professor Sofokleous?” 


Dane sucked in a breath and gave up trying to fight Bobby 
off. He resettled his glasses and stared up at Bobby. 
“Promise me you won't say a word to anyone about that. No 
way am lin his league, and if he found out he’d never let 
me be his teaching assistant.” 


“I’ll keep your secrets if you keep mine.” 


* OK OK OX 


In the early morning glow of the sun, Bobby finished 
warming up before turning to Dane. “Okay. The second | 
take off, start the stopwatch.” 


“Got it.” 


Bobby got to his feet and shook out his limbs, mindful of 
twisting his knee. He knew there was no way he could 
match his usual time of 4.32 in the forty, but he had to know 
just how off he was before practice. The last thing he 
wanted was to make a fool of himself in front of the players 
and coaching staff. 


He eyed the finish line and got into position. “Ready?” he 
asked Dane without looking over. 


“Yep. ” 


Bobby took a deep calming breath before taking off. Each 
time his left foot hit the synthetic track, he prayed his leg 
wouldn’t buckle under him. He gave the short forty yard 
dash everything he had but it cost him. After crossing the 
line, Bobby immediately slowed and made his way to the 
soft grass on the interior of the track. 


He dropped to the ground, praying he hadn’t done further 
damage to the ACL. “What was it?” 


Dane took off his glasses and wiped his eyes before 
resettling them. Instead of announcing the results, Dane 
carried the stopwatch over and handed it to Bobby. “I think 
it’s pretty accurate.” 


Bobby stared at the watch in disbelief. 5.29. He’d runa 
faster time than that in high school. Still, in the grand 
scheme of things, it was better than he’d thought it would 
be. Bobby looked up at Dane. “Could you tell?” 


“That you were hurting? No.” 


Satisfied that he could participate in basic drills at practice, 
Bobby stood and took the bottle of water Dane held out. 
“I’m going to jog around once.” 


“Want some company or is this a thinking thing?” 


Bless his friend for already understanding him. “Thanks, but 
it’s one of those thinking things.” He took off down the track 
at a slow jog. Truth be told, his knee was feeling much 
better. Given time, it could possibly heal without surgery. 
Unfortunately, using the knee in everyday life was nothing 
like the rigorous workout it would receive on the football 
field. 


Bobby was halfway around the track when he thought of 
giving the doctor’s release to Chet. He’d gone over their 
fight hundreds of times and realised he’d made more of 
Chet’s statement than he should have. Of course Chet 
would see him as a player. Coaching was the man’s 
profession, and Bobby Ray was his top recruit. 


By the time he reached Dane again, he’d kicked his own ass 
several times. “Can | borrow your phone?” 


Dane grinned and passed it over. “l'Il be in the car.” 


“Thanks.” Although it wasn’t yet seven o’clock, Bobby 
hoped Chet would be awake. 


“Dane? What’s happened?” Chet answered, fear in his voice. 
“It’s not Dane, it’s me.” 
“Are you Okay?” 


“No. Can | come by and talk to you?” Bobby hoped he 
hadn’t screwed up what they’d started to build. 


“Sure. | don’t have to go in until ten.” 


Bobby heard the bedding rustle and wanted to tell Chet to 
stay where he was, but the problems they needed to work 
out couldn’t be fixed with sex. “l'Il have Dane drop me by if 
you can give me a lift back to the house before you go to 
work?” 


“| can do that.” 


There was something in Chet’s voice that made Bobby 
uneasy. Maybe Chet had already washed his hands of the 
whole situation. Bobby prayed that wasn’t the case. “Okay. 
Thanks. l'Il be there in ten minutes.” 


Bobby hung up the phone, feeling only slightly better than 
he had before the call. Football be damned. There were 
some things more important than a fucking game. 


Chapter Six 


By the time the doorbell rang, Chet was dressed and had a 
pot of coffee brewing. As he made his way to the door he 
realised he was more nervous than the night Bobby drove 
into town for the first time. 


Opening the door, Chet’s chest tightened. Please don’t tell 
me it’s over. He stepped back and gestured towards the 
kitchen. “Want a cup of coffee?” 


“Sure.” Bobby waved to Dane. His roommate gave him a 
thumb’s up before pulling out of the driveway. 


“Afraid | wouldn’t let you in?” Chet asked, walking towards 
the kitchen. 


“Something like that,” Bobby mumbled after shutting the 
front door. “I know | overreacted, and I’m sorry.” 


The apology right off the bat surprised Chet. He stopped 
and turned to face Bobby. “It’s a hard thing we're trying to 
do. I’m fourteen years older than you are, and I haven’t 
managed to figure out how to do it.” He wanted to pull 
Bobby into his arms and tell him it would be okay, but he 
knew they needed to talk. “Have a seat.” 


Bobby sat at the kitchen island while Chet filled two cups. 
He added sugar to both cups before sitting one in front of 


Bobby. “Your call surprised me. What’re you doing up so 
early?” 


Bobby fidgeted on the stool, finally taking a sip of the coffee 
before finally answering. “Dane was timing my forty yard 
dash.” 


“Really. And how did you do?” 
“Not great, 5.29.” 


Bobby was right, 5.29 wasn’t nearly what he’d been clocked 
at in the past. “What about the pain level? Do you think it’s 
something you can build on?” 


Bobby shrugged. “Without surgery? | don’t know.” 


Chet opened his mouth to speak but nothing came out for 
several moments. “Surgery?” He narrowed his eyes at the 
star running back. “Exactly what’s wrong with your knee?” 
He had a sneaking suspicion he knew, but he needed to 
hear it from Bobby. 


“Partial ACL tear,” Bobby mumbled. “But | went to a doctor 
yesterday and he signed a release. It’s just gonna take me 
some time to see if | can build my speed back up.” 


Chet jumped up from the stool so fast he knocked it over. He 
ran his hands through his hair and began pacing the 
kitchen. “You didn’t tell me.” 


“No, | didn’t.” Bobby had the good sense to look shamed. “I 
need to play. | need that scholarship if I’m going to get my 
degree.” 


Once again, Chet tried to separate his personal life from his 
career as a coach. The lie hurt more on a relationship level, 


but the news was devastating to the coach in him. “Do you 
know what’ll happen if you reinjure it, or worse, tear it 
completely?” 


“Yeah, | know.” Bobby stood and righted Chet’s fallen stool. 
“I may be a hell of a lot younger than you, but | still 
understand how getting drafted works. We both know my 
chances are slim either way at this point. Even if | were 
lucky enough to get picked, it’d be far down in the draft.” 
Bobby shook his head. “That’s not the way I want my life to 
go. l’d be a fool to take a small salary and still be expected 
to hide my sexuality.” 


“If you have the surgery now, there’s still a chance you'll 
rehab and be well enough to show the scouts what you can 
do before the draft.” 


“But then I’d lose my scholarship.” Bobby reached out and 
placed a hand on Chet’s shoulder. “I want a real life with a 
real partner, and | can have that with a degree. In my 
opinion it’s a much better choice than a lonely existence as 
a pro.” 


Chet couldn’t believe what he was hearing. “You’ve worked 
your whole life to go pro. Why would you give up on that 
dream now?” 


“Because it was never my dream, it was Dad’s. | knew the 
first time Mom drug me with her into the food pantry in 
town so we’d have something to eat that | wanted to grow 
up and help people like my mom and dad.” Bobby tugged 
on Chet’s arm until Chet turned to face him. “You and that 
degree mean more to me than playing football.” 


Torn, Chet weighed the options. “Just live here, and l'Il pay 
for your school then. That way you can have the surgery 


and still have a chance at the pros if you change your 
mind.” 


“No. It’s not the way | was raised. Did you know that when 
my dad was laid off from his job he volunteered to paint the 
food pantry that was helping us get by? You know why he 
did it?” 


“| have a pretty good idea.” Chet had had a great deal of 
respect for Bobby’s father. 


“Because he said Sikes men always paid their debts, if not 
in money, then in hard work. I’ve never forgotten that. It’s 
the reason | worked my ass off to get the scholarships. | 
may not be able to pay for college, but | can damn sure give 
something back if they’re letting me go for free.” 


Chet respected Bobby’s position, but he couldn’t do nothing 
and take the chance he’d get seriously injured. “I have the 
money to pay for your school. Hell, pay me back after you 
graduate if it’s so important to you.” 


Bobby’s arms slipped around Chet’s waist. “I’ve already let 
my dad down in so many ways. | just don’t think I can do it 
again.” 


Chet enveloped Bobby in a hug and kissed his forehead. “If 
you really think your dad would rather you play hurt than 
take a loan from someone who loves you, you’re wrong. He 
wanted nothing more than to see you succeed, but not at 
the risk of your health. Fathers aren’t like that, and your dad 
was no different.” 


Bobby stepped out from Chet’s embrace and looked him in 
the eyes. “If | have a release, will you let me play?” 


“Am | answering as your coach?” 


“Yas.” 
“You'll have to fight Colson Farley for the position.” 
Bobby nodded. “Okay. That’s what | needed to know.” 


Bobby started to sit at the island once again, but Chet 
pulled him up short. “Now that football’s out of the way, | 
think it’s time we talk about what happened the other day.” 
Bobby started to open his mouth, but Chet stopped him with 
a finger against his lips. “And about the lies. Unfortunately, | 
have to be in a meeting in forty-five minutes. Why don’t you 
come over for dinner later, and we’ll hammer out what the 
hell went wrong.” 


“You mean | have to go all day feeling this way?” 


Although Chet was still angry, his feelings for Bobby hadn’t 
changed. “Will a kiss get you through the day?” 


“Maybe. If it’s a really good one,” Bobby added with a grin. 


Chet started slow, nibbling Bobby’s bottom lip before 
seeking entrance. With a moan of acceptance, Bobby’s lips 
parted and Chet’s tongue teased its way inside. He eased 
his body closer and settled his hands on Bobby’s ass, taking 
time to knead the twin globes through the thick nylon of 
Bobby’s shorts. Damn, he wished he had more time before 
his meeting. He used his tongue to play with and tickle the 
inside of Bobby’s mouth for several minutes before pulling 
back. “That damn mouth of yours is going to be the death of 
me,” he panted. 


“Naw, you're still too young to die. | Know you think of 
yourself as an old man, but you haven’t even reached your 
prime yet.” Bobby touched the short hair at Chet’s temple. 
“Do blonds turn grey?” 


“Yeah, but the way I’m going, l'Il lose my hair before it has a 
chance to turn.” 


Bobby grinned. “Actually, | like your gracefully receding 
hairline.” 


Chet chuckled and leaned in to nip Bobby’s neck. “Thanks 
for noticing.” He started to take a step back, but Bobby held 
on tighter. 


“Your age has never bothered me, so why does it seem to 
bother you so much?” 


Chet had never told Bobby about his parents, but maybe it 
was finally time. “My dad was twenty-seven years older 
than my mom.” 


“Really?” 


“Yeah. Anyway Mom decided about eight months after | was 
born that she hadn't lived enough, so she left my sister and 
| with my dad and took off. Guess that’s why I’m a little 
touchy about our age difference.” 


“That’s bullshit. You don’t actually think I’m gonna take off 
like your mom did, do you?” 


Chet shrugged. “You’ve barely had time to stretch your 
wings. How do you know what you'll want five or ten years 
down the line?” 


Bobby didn’t jump right in with a comment like Chet had 
expected. Instead, he took several moments before 
answering. “I can understand why you’d worry, but | really 
don’t think you need to. | mean, | don’t have a crystal ball or 
anything, but I’m not the kind of person who enjoys going to 


bars and stuff. Even in Arizona | didn’t really party with the 
other guys.” 


Everything Bobby said sounded too good to be true. Chet 
wondered if Bobby was simply telling him what he wanted 
to hear. Chet thought of the conversation he’d had with 
Julian. Was it possible Chet’s past was the main obstacle in 
his relationship with Bobby? 


“| don’t think you give me enough credit,” Bobby said. “l 
know I’ve done some things to let you down recently, but 
really all | want is a regular life.” 


“But you were meant for so much more than this,” Chet 
tried to argue. 


“No | wasn’t. Like | told you, my fate was sealed the first 
time | went to the food pantry with Mom. | couldn’t believe 
how many people were there that | knew.” Bobby 
swallowed, enthusiasm for his chosen profession evident in 
his expression. “Good people, Chet. Men who worked with 
my dad stood in that line. | could see the shame in their 
eyes. They’re the people | want to help, not some multi- 
billionaire playboy who’s just after the fanfare that comes 
with owning a professional football team.” 


While Chet commended Bobby for his way of thinking, he 
was also afraid the young man was being too idealistic. 
“You're one person, babe. I’m not sure what you think you 
can accomplish but you could do a lot of good with the 
money the NFL would pay you.” 


“Why’re you trying to talk me out of doing something | want 
to do?” 


“I’m not. | just don’t want you to settle for a normal life 
when you could do so much more.” 


Bobby stepped back, pulling out of Chet’s arms. “I thought 
you'd understand.” 


“I’m trying to.” Chet reached for Bobby but he took another 
step back. 


“Will you still drop me by the house?” Bobby asked. 


Chet knew he’d taken another step back in Bobby’s eyes but 
wasn’t sure what to do about it with only a few minutes 
before he’d have to leave. “Yeah. Let me get my bag.” 


* OK OK OX 


After a short warm-up in the exercise room, Bobby headed 
to the field for his first official practice. He still wasn’t sure if 
he was doing the right thing, but he still had until the start 
of the first official game to make up his mind. 


“You're practising for real?” Chase said, jogging towards 
him. 


Chase’s smile was infectious, and Bobby found himself 
grinning from ear to ear. “Thought I’d give it a go.” 


Chase settled in stride beside Bobby. “You mind if | walk with 
you?” 


“Not at all.” 


Chase gestured towards a small group of players. “You met 
Farley yet?” 


Bobby shook his head. “I’ve watched him, but | haven’t met 
him. You?” 


“Tried. He didn’t seem interested in talking much after he 
found out | lived in BK. That’s okay. My mom told me not 
everyone’s intelligent or tolerant.” Chase grinned. 


“Your mom?” 


“Yeah. Mom moved us to Cattle Valley when | was eight. It 
was right after | told her | was going to marry my best friend 
Sam. Sam’s folks didn’t take the announcement as well as 
Mom did. So she moved us from Ohio to Wyoming just so I’d 
never have to go through that again.” Chase rolled his eyes. 
“Sounds totally stupid, | know, but that’s the way my mom 
is. She’s always put me first.” 


By the time Chase finished his long-winded explanation they 
were on the field. Chase stopped and dropped down on the 
thirty yard line. “Wanna warm-up with me?” 


Bobby looked over towards the other players. He wasn’t 
sure whether or not it was cool for him to work out with a 
freshman, but so far Chase had been the only player who'd 
approached him. “Sure.” 


He sat next to Chase and began stretching despite his 
earlier workout. A shadow fell over him and Bobby glanced 
over his shoulder. “Hey,” he said, staring up at his 
competition. 


“Did the Prince finally decide to come down from his castle 
and play with us peasants?” Colson Farley asked. 


Bobby couldn’t blame Farley for the jab, he deserved it. 
“I’ve been healing from an injury, but | finally got my 
release, so here | am.” He started to explain further, but 


Chase’s earlier comment about the way Farley had treated 
him came to mind. Instead he returned his attention back to 
Chase. “Wanna run some sprints with me?” 


Chase glanced from Farley back to Bobby with a satisfied 
smile. “Sure.” 


Bobby got to his feet and held out his hand to bring Chase 
up. They walked over to the track without looking back. 
Chase’s low laugh sounded more like a giggle as he started 
a slow jog. “You’re bad,” Chase said. 


“Naw, I’m just giving him back a little of what he gave you.” 
“Why?” 


“What do you mean why?” Bobby readied himself for his 
first sprint. “I like you, kid.” He took off as fast he could 
safely run, feeling good for the first time in a long time. 
Maybe his body was finally starting to heal properly. 


Chase ran up on Bobby’s side. “Give me all ya got,” Chase 
said, pulling ahead. 


Bobby bit the inside of his cheek and pushed himself to the 
limit. Don’t buckle, he silently begged his injured knee. 
Twenty yards later he noticed Chet standing in the centre of 
the track with his arms crossed and an angry expression on 
his face. 


Bobby slowed to a stop and walked the last several yards to 
stand in front of his coach. Despite his personal relationship 
with Chet, he knew it was important to show the man the 
proper respect in front of the team. “Coach.” 


Chet glanced at Chase. “Why don’t you get with Coach 
Lange. I think he has a new play he wants to go over with 


” 


you. 


“Sure thing, Coach Sloan.” Chase waved at Bobby. 
“Thanks.” 


Bobby nodded, knowing he was about to get an earful from 
Chet. 


“What was all that about?” Chet asked. 
“Nothing, just warming up with Chase.” 
Chet shook his head. “What’d you say to Farley?” 


Bobby stared at Chet. Throwing Farley under the bus was 
out of the question. “He asked why | was suddenly 
practicing, and | told him I’ve just been released from an 
injury. Why?” 


“He’s pissed. I’m just trying to figure out why. I’m also trying 
to figure out what the hell you’re doing racing Chase. Are 
you trying to push your body to another injury, or are you so 
wrapped up in impressing Chase that you've lost your 
mind?” 


Bobby was guilty of running to impress but it wasn’t Chase 
he needed to prove something to. It had been a stupid move 
and he knew it. “You want me to go smooth things over with 
Farley?” 


“Yeah.” Chet’s voice dropped. “Although he’s a good enough 
kid, he likes to talk. The last thing you need is someone 
Spreading rumours about you.” 


“Right.” Bobby gave his coach a nod before crossing the 
track to the field. He found Farley and waited until he was 
by himself before approaching. “Hey,” he said, announcing 


himself. “I just want you to know I’m not here to steal your 
position. | just want the chance to play.” 


Colson snorted. “Yeah, right. Not only are you Bobby Ray 
Sikes but everyone knows you're fucking the coach. How 
confident would you be if you were in my position?” 


It was the first time someone on the team had mentioned 
his relationship with the coach. Were the players talking 
about Chet behind his back? Bobby wanted to jump in to 
defend the man he loved, but he knew it would only make 
the situation worse. 


Unsure of what to say, Bobby shrugged. “Forget it. | was just 
trying to smooth things over so we didn’t butt heads all 
season.” 


When Farley just continued staring at him, Bobby turned 
and walked away. He couldn’t care less if the asshole liked 
him, but disrespecting Chet was something else. Bobby 
jogged over to Peter Lange, the offensive coach who was 
currently running drills, and fell into line. He may not be 
able to outrun Colson Farley, but he’d still give each practice 
everything he had. 


* OK OK OX 


Chet looked for Bobby after practice but he was nowhere to 
be found. He knocked on Julian’s door and stuck his head in. 
“Have you seen Bobby?” 


“Yeah. He told me to tell you he’d meet you at your place.” 
Julian stood and grabbed his gym bag. 


“Thanks.” 


Chet started to leave when Julian stopped him. “There’s 
already some bad blood between Bobby Ray and Farley.’ 


r 


“Yeah, | kinda noticed. l'Il talk to Bobby about it this 
evening.” Chet hated to do it, but Bobby needed to 
understand he was the new guy. 


“Yo,” Julian said, calling Chet back once again. 
“What?” 


“From what | could tell earlier, the issue’s Farley’s to get 
over, not Bobby Ray’s.” 


“What do you mean? What issue?” Chet asked. 


“Farley knows about the two of you. | heard him talking shit 
in the locker room earlier. | shut it down, but it’ll no doubt 
start up again.” 


“Thanks.” No wonder Bobby hadn’t stayed around to wait 
for Chet. He went back into his office and shouldered his 
duffle before heading out to his SUV. He noticed Farley in 
the parking lot talking to a few of the other players. It took a 
lot of willpower to get into his vehicle without causing a 
scene. “Shit,” he mumbled once he’d closed the SUV door. 
One of his jobs as a coach was to make sure his players 
were a team on and off the field. The bad blood already 
brewing between Bobby and Farley could mean trouble if it 
wasn’t nipped in the bud. Unfortunately, it sounded like 
Farley was in the wrong in this particular situation, but if he 
tried to talk to the junior running back it would no doubt 
come off like he was playing favourites. 


Chet pulled out of the parking lot and headed towards 
home. He’d known from the start dating a player would land 
him in hot water, so why the hell was he surprised the water 
was already starting to heat up? 


* OK OK OX 


Chet took the hamburgers off the grill and slid them onto 
buns before carrying the platter to the outdoor table. “Come 
and sit down,” he told Bobby. 


Bobby turned off the hose he’d been using to water Chet’s 
flowers and joined him. The scene was so incredibly 
domestic it warmed Chet’s heart. He watched Bobby pull 
out a chair and sit down, watching every move. Why 
couldn’t a future with Bobby be easy? 


Bobby cleared his throat. “Are you mad at me?” 


“No,” Chet said honestly. “I was just thinking about how 
good—natural—it felt to have you here like this.” 


“It’s everything I’ve ever wanted,” Bobby whispered. 


Chet picked up his burger and took a bite. He gestured to 
Bobby’s hamburger which was still sitting untouched. “Eat 


up.” 


Bobby pushed his plate towards the centre of the table and 
leant his muscled forearms on the mosaic top. “If something 
was to happen, and | lost my scholarship, could the money 
go to Chase?” 


“Why Chase? What’s going on between the two of you?” he 
asked, jealousy getting the better of him. 


“Nothing outside friendship. I’ve watched him, and | can tell 
you he’s better than Koby. But he’s working a full-time job 
and trying to practice. Soon he'll also have classes to worry 
about. How long do you think he'll be able to keep it up? 
He’s the one who has the ability to go pro. He loves the 
game like | never have. He’s the one I'd pin my hopes on if | 
were you.” 


“You make it sound like | want you to go pro for me, but 
that’s not the case. | just don’t want you to give something 
up because you're afraid of it.” 


“Afraid?” Bobby sighed and reached for Chet’s hand. “There 
are only two things I’m afraid of—losing you and not 
graduating. If | can somehow manage to accomplish those 
two things l'Il have achieved everything I’ve dreamed of. 
Football is just a way to get what | really want out of life.” 


“Have you checked into financial aid?” Chet couldn’t believe 
he was having this conversation. He should push Bobby to 
play football. /m a coach, dammit! He tried to remind 
himself. 


“It’s possible | could get something next semester, but only 
because of my mom’s financial situation. Although I do okay 
in grades, they aren’t near enough to get me an academic 
scholarship.” 


“| don’t think you should quit football, but | can’t make that 
choice for you,” Chet tried to explain. 


“I know. My knee felt pretty good today. Maybe l'Il be okay.” 


It was the discussion he’d been avoiding since learning the 
truth of Bobby’s injury. “Will it change things between us if | 
decide to play Farley instead of you for the first few 
games?” 


“No. As long as you make the decision based on 
performance, how can | argue with that?” 


“Well, since we’re on the subject, Julian told me Farley 
knows about us.” 


“It’s not just Farely, Chet. That’s what has me worried.” 


“I thought you didn’t have a problem with people knowing 
you're gay.” Was Bobby starting rethink coming out? 


“| don’t, but | have a problem with him talking smack on you 
because of me.” 


Chet threaded his fingers through Bobby’s. “You let me 
worry about that, okay? | need you to concentrate on 
building up your speed. Your times are way off.” 


“I know. I’m gonna start running every morning with Dane 
and Chase until classes start. After that it'll just be me and 
Chase because Dane has to go in early to kiss Professor 
Sofokleous’ ass or something.” 


Mention of Magnus Sofokleous made Chet uneasy. Although 
gorgeous beyond compare, Magnus wasn’t the easiest man 
to get along with, even in bed. “Guess | didn’t realise Dane 
studied under Magnus.” 


Bobby chuckled. “Dane’d love to do anything under 
Professor Sofokleous, but he’s just working for him this 
year.” His face turned bright red. “Shit, promise me you 


won't tell anyone what | just said. Dane would kill me if he 
knew | told.” 


“I won't tell anyone, but it might be a good idea to try and 
subtly steer Dane in a different direction. Magnus isn’t 
someone Dane should mess with.” 


“Why? What’ve you heard about him?” Bobby asked. 


Telling tales wasn’t something Chet was comfortable with, 
especially when he had firsthand knowledge. “You gonna 
eat or not?” He picked up his own half-eaten burger and 
took a bite. 


“Are we done talking?” 


“For tonight. I’d just like to eat my dinner in peace and curl 
up on the couch with you for the rest of the evening.” 


“I’m game.” Bobby smiled and pulled his plate back in front 
of him. 


Chet realised they hadn’t even discussed the fact that 
Bobby had kept his injury from him. As he chewed his food, 
Chet wondered if it was worth talking about. Nothing he 
could say would change what Bobby had done or why he’d 
felt he had to do it. Once again it went back to the blurred 
lines between player and boyfriend. 


As he reached for the store-bought potato salad, Chet 
decided to let it go. There were more important obstacles 
for the two of them to overcome if they were going to make 
a relationship work. 


Chapter Seven 


Bobby couldn’t believe the size of the crowd standing in line 
to get into the stadium. His stomach dropped when he saw 
more than one fan wearing a red and grey jersey with 
number thirty-two on the front and back, his number. 
Although Chet had broken the news to him the previous 
night, Bobby hadn’t been upset about not starting until the 
moment he’d spotted those damn jerseys. 


“You just get here?” Chase asked, banging on the hood of 
Bobby’s truck with his fist. 


“Yeah.” He’d come to a conclusion earlier in the day that 
would probably change the way Chase thought about him. 
“You're kinda early.” 


Chase grinned. “Are you kidding? This is the first game of 
my college career.” 


“You know you probably won’t see any game time, right?” 


Chase rolled his eyes and leaned on the car door next to 
Bobby. “Of course | know that, but it doesn’t make it any 
less exciting.” 


There. That sparkle in Chase’s eyes said it all. Bobby knew 
for a fact he’d never felt like that. It made what he had to 
say that much harder. “You got a few minutes?” 


“Sure.” 


Bobby swallowed around the lump in his throat. “I’m not 
going to play.” 


“What?” Chase chuckled. “Of course you are. The way 
you've been training lately, you’re going to run circles 
around Farley in no time.” 


Bobby shook his head. “I’m not getting any faster, and | 
know | won’t unless | have ACL surgery.” He took a deep 
breath. “I came to tell Chet I’m quitting the team, but he’s 
probably gonna be pissed because | waited so late to tell 
him.” 


“Why did you? Wait, | mean.” 


“Because | kept thinking I’d change my mind, but the 
game’s in an hour, and | know I’m doing the right thing.” 
He’d spent the entire day going over his options. Dane had 
been there when he’d finally come to the realisation that 
playing while injured was not only bound to snap his ACL 
entirely but hurt Chet in the process. Not to mention it 
would mean taking a scholarship he knew he couldn’t earn 
honestly. 


“You want me to come with you while you tell Coach?” 
Chase asked. 


Bobby stuck his arm out the window and squeezed Chase’s 
shoulder. “Thanks, but this is something | need to handle.” 


Chase nodded and took a step back. “Well you’d better get 
to it then.” 


Bobby couldn’t leave his new friend without knowing. “Are 
you disappointed in me, too?” 


“No. You know your body better than anyone. Doesn’t mean 
you're going to stop talking to me, does it?” 


“Of course not.” 


“Then do what you need to do. l'Il have your back if anyone 
tries to talk shit on you.” 


Bobby chuckled. He could only imagine Chase going up 
against some of the defensive linemen. He opened the truck 
door and got out. Standing, his knee felt almost as good as 
new, but standing wasn’t the issue. “Why do | feel like I’m 
getting ready to face the executioner?” 


“Because you care about what Coach’ll think.” Chase 
bumped his shoulder against Bobby’s. “Because you 
loooove him.” 


“Yes | do,” Bobby agreed. 


* OK OK OX 


Chet was in the middle of a pre-game coaches meeting 
when a knock sounded at the door. He glanced away from 
the whiteboard towards the door. “Julian, can you see who’s 
out there and tell them I’m in the middle of a meeting.” 


“Sure thing.” Julian stood and made his way to the door. 


Chet turned back to the white board and finished 
diagramming the offensive play the team had been 
practicing. 


“Coach. It’s Bobby. He said he’d like to come in and talk to 
all of us,” Julian announced. 


Dammit. Chet knew Bobby had taken the news that he 
wouldn’t start too easily. As much as he’d rather have a 
private conversation with the running back, he had a feeling 
it would be better for his career if he allowed Bobby to 
address the rest of the coaching staff as well. “Okay, let him 
in.” 


Bobby came into the room and shut the door. “Sorry to 
interrupt.” 


Chet felt like all eyes were on him, but when he looked at 
his staff he found Bobby held their attention. “What is it?” 
he finally asked. 


Bobby swallowed several times, clearly nervous about 
something. “I’m not sure how many of you know this, but 
I’ve been struggling to come back from a partially torn ACL. 
| thought with physical therapy and training, I’d be able to 
heal enough to play out the season, but | don’t think that’s 
going to happen.” 


Chet’s heart sank. “Just because you’re not starting this first 
game doesn’t mean we don’t have faith that your speed will 
come back.” 


“I know, and I thank all of you for believing in me to that 
extent. But | know my body. If it hasn’t come back by now, it 
won't. Not without surgery, anyway.” 


“So you’re planning to have the surgery?” Julian asked. 


“Yeah. As soon as I can get it cleared through insurance and 
get it scheduled.” Bobby looked at Chet. “I’m sorry. | feel 
like I’m letting you down, but it’s the right thing to do. 


There’s no way I’d last the season with my knee the way it 
is, and | can’t live with taking scholarship money that I can’t 
earn.” 


As a coach, Chet was devastated by the news he’d lose out 
on the chance to coach one of the finest running backs to 
ever play college football, but as a boyfriend, he couldn’t 
have been more proud of Bobby’s decision. Chet knew his 
next question would put Bobby on the spot, but he needed 
one more answer. “You don’t plan to drop out of school, do 
you?” 


Bobby shook his head. “Not at all. l'Il figure the financial 
stuff out. Like my dad used to say, work for what you get 
and your life will be richer for it.” 


Peter, the offensive coach finally spoke up. “Your times may 
be off what they used to be, but you’re still a lot faster than 
a lot of the running backs in the nation.” 


“Maybe, but Farley’s faster. He’s earned the right to play.” 


Peter stood and held out his hand. “There’re going to be a 
lot of disappointed fans out there, but | respect your 
decision. You have more than college ball to worry about. Do 
what you need to do to make sure you’re fast enough for 
the pros.” 


Although Bobby didn’t contradict Peter, Chet knew in his 
heart Bobby had no plans to go pro. Again, while it was a 
tough blow for the coach in him, it was a moment of 
jubilation for him personally. A quick check of the time told 
Chet they were due on the field. “We’d better get out there. 
l'Il go talk to Reggie to see how he wants to handle the 
press.” 


The coaches stood and began to file out of the office. 
“Bobby, can | speak to you for a second?” 


Bobby stopped and moved to the side to let the others pass. 
The moment they were alone, Chet shut the door and pulled 
Bobby into his arms. “You sure about this?” 


Bobby nodded. “Like | told them, it’s the right thing to do.” 
“And school?” 


“Dane said | could mooch off him if | did the cleaning. He 
hates having outsiders come into the house every week, so 
it works out for both of us.” 


“And tuition?” Chet dared ask. 


“Someone who cares a great deal for me offered to loan me 
money until | can apply for financial aid next semester.” 
Bobby leaned in and kissed Chet. “That is if the offer’s still 
good?” 


“You know it is, but what made you change your mind?” 


“| realised that stupid bull-headed pride | had going didn’t 
mean much while | continued to lie to myself and you about 
my true condition. Just promise me one thing?” 


“Anything,” Chet said without reservation. 


“See what you can do to get Chase some of my scholarship 
money.” 


“I can’t promise anything. It’s really not my decision, but I'll 
make the suggestion to the scholarship committee.” 


“That’s all | ask.” Bobby leaned in for another kiss, this one 
deeper. He thoroughly inspected the inside of Chet’s mouth 


before breaking the kiss. “Now go out there and win one for 
Bobby Ray.” 


Chet rolled his eyes. “Bobby Ray had better have his ass 
somewhere watching.” 


“| wouldn’t miss it for the world.” 


* OK OK OX 


Chet groaned. Having Bobby naked and under him was even 
better than winning his first game of the season. He 
continued kissing his way down Bobby’s body and stopped 
when the head of Bobby’s cock pressed against his chin. He 
looked up and stared into Bobby’s eyes. For the first time 
since he’d first realised it, Chet didn’t have any reservations 
about telling Bobby exactly how he felt. “I love you.” 


Bobby thrust his hips, sliding his cock over Chet’s chin to 
brush his lips. “I know. Just like | hope you Know how much | 
love you.” 


“I’m starting to,” Chet replied before capturing Bobby’s cock 
with his mouth. He pressed the underside of the spongy tip 
with his tongue as he suckled the head. Bobby squirmed 
under him, making noises that were quickly turning Chet on 
even more. He worked Bobby’s cock as far down his throat 
as he could without gagging and grazed the sensitive skin 
with his teeth. 


“Awww, fuck,” Bobby moaned. “Fingers. | need fingers.” 


Chet chuckled at the commanding voice and nearly choked 
himself. He grabbed the base of Bobby’s dick and eased his 
mouth back up its length before releasing it. “Where’s the 
lube?” 


Bobby handed Chet the bottle and a foil packet. Chet stared 
at the condom for several moments before opening it. As 
much as he wanted to fuck Bobby without it, Chet needed 
more time to be sure Bobby was the real deal. There were 
SO many changes going on in Bobby’s life, Chet needed 
more security than one day, one important decision to make 
that leap to forever. 


He moved to his back and rolled the condom down his 
length before coating his fingers with lube. After insinuating 
his hand between Bobby’s legs, Chet circled the wrinkled 
hole with the tip of his middle finger. “Feel good?” 


“You know it does. | love it when you play with my ass.” 


Chet inserted his finger to the second knuckle. It amazed 
him how much freer he felt with Bobby now that he didn’t 
have to worry about straddling that line between coach and 
lover. Bobby was his and only his, and Chet’s job was to love 
and care for him. He slowly pushed in his ring finger, 
watching for any sign of discomfort. 


With his head tilted to the side, Bobby stared at Chet with 
nothing but love in his eyes. “You're so beautiful,” Chet 
whispered. 


“And so ready for that cock of yours,” Bobby shot back. 


Laughing, Chet withdrew his fingers and rolled on top of the 
man he loved. Before he could reach between them to guide 
his cock to Bobby’s stretched hole, the head of Chet’s dick 


found it on its own. Evidently Chet’s cock knew exactly 
where it wanted to be. 


Chet rose up on his arms and pushed the crown of his cock 
past the ring of muscles to the warmth inside. “Ohhh,” Chet 
moaned, as Bobby’s body tightened around his length. 


When Bobby moved one of his legs to drape over Chet’s 
shoulder, Chet shook his head. “You'll hurt yourself.” 


Bobby shook his head. “No | won’t. And even if | do, | 
promise not to tell the surgeon how it happened.” 


“Well in that case...” Chet positioned Bobby’s other leg over 
his shoulder. Despite what he said, he took extra care to 
make sure he didn’t twist the leg as he did it. Satisfied, Chet 
pushed the entire length of his cock inside Bobby. 


Bobby began to squirm almost immediately, indicating his 
desire for more. Chet withdrew a few inches before surging 
back inside. 


“Harder.” 


Chet repeated the movement, giving Bobby what he’d 
asked for. He’d never thought himself as a particularly good 
lover, but Bobby always made him feel like he could do no 
wrong, in bed anyway. There was something special about 
the way Bobby’s head thrashed from side to side once Chet 
picked up speed that always threatened to send Chet over 
the edge. 


“You like that cock fucking you?” Chet asked, slamming in 
once again. 


“| love it,” Bobby panted. 


“You gonna fuck me someday?” Chet surprised himself by 
asking. 


Bobby stilled. “Really?” 


Chet stared deep into Bobby’s eyes and nodded. “If you 
want to.” 


“I do. Someday.” Bobby grabbed Chet’s hips and prompted 
him to move. “But not today.” 


“Do that thing | like to watch you do.” 


When Bobby reached between them, Chet finally broke eye 
contact and looked down. The sight of Bobby jacking off 
never got old. He wondered if it made him some kind of 
pervert but realised he didn’t care. 


“So pretty,” Chet groaned, picking up speed. 


“Chet!” Bobby called out as the first strand of cum shot 
from his cock. 


Chet grit his teeth as Bobby’s body contracted around his 
cock. With a loud roar, Chet shot his seed into the condom, 
wishing like hell he didn’t have the thin latex between them. 
He slipped Bobby’s legs from his shoulders and carefully 
helped them to the mattress below before collapsing on top 
of the man he loved. 


As he struggled to regain his breath, Chet prayed the day 
would come when he could envision a real future between 
them without doubts. Until that day, however, he’d soak up 
whatever love Bobby was willing to give. 


* OK OK OX 


Chet was putting away the last of the dinner dishes when 
Ellen came into the kitchen. “Get it taken care of?” 


Ellen shook her head and took the plate out of his hand. 
“No. He’s being a pain in the neck this evening. Said if he 
needs washing you can do it.” 


Embarrassed, Chet searched for something to say. Ellen had 
arrived four days earlier, the day before Bobby’s surgery, 
and since then Bobby had allowed his mom to do very little 
for him. “I’m sorry.” 


Ellen smiled and reached for Chet’s hand. “Don’t be. | knew 
this day would come the moment he told me he was 
transferring here.” 


That old feeling of guilt began to settle into Chet’s chest. 
“Does our relationship bother you?” 


“Of course not. He’s happier than I’ve ever seen him.” 


That surprised Chet. Bobby had had only one evening to 
entertain his mom before he’d gone into surgery, and since 
the procedure he’d been a bear to everyone. “I think there 
must be something wrong with your happy metre because | 
know he’s bitten your head off at least as many times as he 
has mine.” 


Ellen lifted Chet’s hand to her mouth and kissed it before 
releasing him. “No offence, sweetie, but you haven’t been 
around him the last few years.” Ellen took a glass out of the 
cabinet and poured a glass of the wine leftover from dinner. 
“Bob was a good man, but he was especially hard on Bobby 


Ray. After Bob’s death, Bobby Ray was finally able to live his 
life for himself instead of for his father.” Ellen took a sip of 
her wine and watched Chet over the rim. “He may be as 
stubborn as his dad, but Bobby Ray has definite ideas of 
what he wants out of life, and if those things are here in 
Idaho, who am | to judge?” 


“But he’s so talented,” Chet started to argue. 


“Yes, he is, but football is only one of Bobby Ray’s special 
gifts.” Ellen shook her head. “He’s been pushed enough in 
life. It’s time for him to take the lead in where he goes from 
here.” 


Chet grinned. “Is that your way of telling me to back off 
about going pro?” 


“Yes. How’d | do?” 
“You were perfect, subtle but to the point.” 


“Excellent.” Ellen refilled her glass. “Mind if | take this to my 
room?” 


“Not at all.” Chet leant over and kissed Ellen on the cheek. 
“Thank you for not hating me.” 


Ellen’s eyebrows rose. “I did for a while after you left 
Arizona, but it was because you walked away from my son, 
not because you loved him.” Ellen winked and left the room. 


Although he wished he’d have done things differently, Chet 
didn’t regret quitting his job in Arizona. Falling into a 
relationship with Bobby would’ve been too easy, and Chet 
had no doubt he’d have ended up pushing Bobby as hard as 
his father had. Their years apart had helped Bobby grow 
into the man Chet had come to love. The thought of Bobby 


growing to resent him for pushing was the last thing Chet 
wanted. 


Chet walked into the bedroom with new resolve. 


Epilogue 


Bobby stretched his arms over his head before turning to 
watch Chet sleep. Weekends were usually the only time 
during the week he slept over, and although he didn’t 
begrudge Chet his job, Bobby couldn’t wait for the season to 
come to an end. Selfish or not, he could hardly wait for an 
entire weekend of Chet’s undivided attention. 


Bobby pressed his nose against Chet’s warm chest and 
inhaled. Although faint, Bobby detected the smell of dried 
sweat and cum from their earlier lovemaking. 


“Do | stink?” Chet asked, threading his fingers through 
Bobby’s hair. 


“Just the opposite.” Bobby snuggled closer and rested his 
head on Chet’s pillow. “Does my breath stink?” 


Chet grinned and rolled over on top of Bobby. “Just the 
opposite.” 


“Liar,” Bobby said around a chuckle. He opened his mouth 
to Chet’s probing tongue and settled in for a long, leisurely 
kiss. When Chet tickled the roof of Bobby’s mouth with the 
tip of his tongue, Bobby couldn’t hold back a laugh. He 
pulled away and shook his head. “I’m trying to be 
romantic.” 


“And I’m trying to get you to lighten up. You’ve had one hell 
of a week, and it’s nice to hear that laugh I’ve come to 
depend on.” Chet ground his morning erection against 
Bobby’s. “I like it waking up with you in my arms.” 


“I like it, too.” Bobby separated his legs, allowing Chet to 
get even closer. 


“So stop being so stubborn and move in.” 
“I will eventually,” Bobby said for the hundredth time. 
“When? What the hell are you waiting on?” Chet asked. 


“The time to be right,” Bobby answered simply. Although he 
had no doubts about his feelings for Chet, Bobby wanted the 
same level of commitment before they took the next step. 
Childish or not, he needed the one thing Chet had yet to 
give, the ultimate promise. 


Bobby smoothed his hands down Chet’s back to land on his 
ass. He’d first fucked Chet two weeks earlier and had loved 
the way it felt to give Chet something so few had. Bobby’s 
fingers slid down the crack of Chet’s ass and whispered 
across his hole. 


“Mmm,” Chet moaned. “You gonna fuck me this morning?” 


“Yep.” Bobby tickled Chet’s hole for several moments before 
stretching his arm out towards the bedside table. “I can’t 
reach the stuff.” 


Chet dived for the drawer and slid it open. It took a few 
seconds but he eventually came back with the bottle of 
lube. Instead of passing it to Bobby, Chet held the bottle 
behind him and dripped a good stream of the slippery stuff 
down the crack of his ass. 


“You're going to have to wash the sheets again,” Bobby 
remarked when he felt the lube drip from Chet’s ass to his 
sac. 


“Don’t care,” Chet groaned when Bobby inserted the tip of 
his finger. 


Bobby ran two other fingers through the lube and eventually 
worked them into Chet’s hole. Chet rode Bobby’s hand like 
he’d bottomed for years. It was Chet’s reaction more than 
anything that prompted Bobby to top more than he’d 
probably like to. “Feel good?” he asked, brushing Chet’s 
prostate. 


Chet nodded enthusiastically and reached back to slap at 
Bobby’s hand. “Fuck me already.” 


“Hand me a condom.” 

Chet stilled and stared down at Bobby. “No.” 
“Excuse me?” Had Bobby heard him right? 
“No rubbers. Never again,” Chet announced. 


It was the announcement Bobby had waited months to hear. 
He wasn’t about to question Chet on why he’d suddenly 
made the decision when they’d used a condom only hours 
earlier. “I'd like that.” 


Chet moved to straddle Bobby’s hips. “So would |. Very 
much,” he added. 


Bobby squirted a few drops of lube onto his palm and 
greased his erection before holding it at the root. He stared 
into Chet’s eyes as the man he loved slowly lowered himself 


on Bobby’s length. It was one of those moments in his life 
he knew he’d never forget. 


More than the feel of flesh on flesh, it was the trusting 
expression on Chet’s face that said what words never could. 
Bobby swallowed around the lump of emotion lodged in his 
throat as Chet took his entire length. 


“Stay with me forever,” Chet whispered, before starting a 
Slow rhythm up and down Bobby’s cock. 


“Okay,” Bobby agreed. He had no doubt the moment was 
more intimate than any wedding ceremony ever performed. 


Chet reached down and removed one of Bobby’s hands from 
his hip. He lifted the hand to his lips and kissed each of 
Bobby’s fingers before turning it over to kiss the palm. 
“You're my everything.” 


Moisture clouded Bobby’s vision at the sentiment. He 
quickly blinked away the tears before they had a chance to 
fall. Instead of crying like a damn baby, Bobby thrust up to 
meet Chet’s downward slide, driving his cock in hard. 


Chet grinned, obviously getting Bobby’s message. He 
released Bobby’s wrist and braced his hands against 
Bobby’s chest as he picked up speed. 


Bobby wrapped his hand around Chet’s cock. Although Chet 
loved to watch Bobby jack himself off, Bobby loved the 
control he felt making Chet come. 


Chet’s back arched as he came, impaling himself once more 
on Bobby’s cock. “Fuck!” Chet howled as his body shook 
with the intensity of his climax. 


The sight of Chet at the moment of release was enough to 
push Bobby over the edge. For the first time in their 
relationship, Bobby shot seed deep inside the man he loved. 
He couldn’t wait to receive the same treatment from Chet. 
Although he might have to wait a few hours until after the 
last football game of the season, Bobby had no doubt he’d 
get his own brand of baptism before the day was through. 


* OK OK OX 


Bobby pulled his baseball cap lower on his forehead as he 
made his way through the crowd towards the grandstand. 
Although most of the fans had understood his decision to 
quit football, there were still a few who enjoyed heckling 
him. If it weren’t for Chet, Bobby doubted he’d have put 
himself through the torture, but after the morning they’d 
spent together, Bobby would do anything to make Chet 


happy. 


He spotted a group of friendly faces and made his way to 
the section in front of the announcer’s box. “Hey. Is that 
seat taken?” he asked Luk Henley, Coach Nelson’s partner. 


“It is now,” Luc said, scooting over. 


Bobby sat down between Luc and Tony Bianchi, nodding his 
thanks to both men before turning around to thump Dane on 
the leg. “I’m surprised to see you here.” 


Dane shrugged. “After that article they printed in the 
Campus paper, | figured you could use all the support you 
could get.” 


Bobby squeezed Dane’s calf. If he could’ve pulled the man 
into a hug he would have, but there were too many eyes on 
him. He felt each stare like it was a hot poker burning a hole 
into his body. Not only had he given up college football, but 
he’d announced in an interview with the school paper that 
he had no plans to enter the draft. His life was right on track 
as far as he was concerned, and although he still enjoyed 
watching football on television, Bobby had no desire to live 
a lifestyle that wasn’t for him. 


“I appreciate it,” he told Dane before turning around. His 
gaze zeroed in on Chet only to find the love of his life 
staring back at him. Chet nodded before turning back to his 
players who were busy warming up on the field. 


“It’s good that you came,” Luc said. 


“Yeah,” Bobby agreed. “Chet likes it when | do.” He realised 
too late what he'd said. “I mean...” 


Luc chuckled. “I Know what you meant. But that wasn’t why 
| said it. You may feel uncomfortable right now, but your 
attendance will go a long way in proving to the naysayers 
you're ready to stand by and defend the decision you've 
made.” 


Bobby shrugged. He wasn’t out to prove anything to anyone 
except himself and Chet. “Let them say what they want. | 
know who I am, and what’s right for me.” 


“Then you're miles ahead of a lot of these folks.” 


When the announcer asked everyone to stand for the 
national anthem, Bobby stood a little straighter than he ever 
had before. His life may not be perfect, but it was his, and 
he didn’t plan to waste a moment of it. 


Carol Lynne 


An avid reader for years, one day Carol Lynne decided 
to write her own brand of erotic romance. Carol juggles 
between being a full-time mother and a full-time writer. 
These days, you can usually find Carol either cleaning 
jelly out of the carpet or nestled in her favourite chair 
writing steamy love scenes. 


Email: carol@carol-lynne.net 








by Carol Lynne 


Campus Cravings: Coach 
Campus Cravings: Side-Lined 
Campus Cravings: Sacking the Quarterback 
Campus Cravings: Off-Season 
Campus Cravings: Forbidden Freshman 


Campus Cravings: Broken Pottery 


Campus Cravings: In Bear’s Bed 
Campus Cravings: Office Advances 
Campus Cravings: A Biker’s Vow 
Campus Cravings: Hershie’s Kiss 
Campus Cravings: Theron’s Return 
Campus Cravings: Live for Today 
Good Time Boys: Sonny’s Salvation 
Good-time Boys: Garron’s Gift 
Good-time Boys: Rawley’s Redemption 
Good-time Boys: Twin Temptations 
Cattle Valley: All Play & No Work 
Cattle Valley: Cattle Valley Mistletoe 
Cattle Valley: Sweet Topping 
Cattle Valley: Rough Ride 
Cattle Valley: Physical Therapy 
Cattle Valley: Out of the Shadow 
Cattle Valley: Bad Boy Cowboy 
Cattle Valley: The Sound of White 
Cattle Valley: Gone Surfin’ 


Cattle Valley: The Last Bouquet 


Cattle Valley: Eye of the Beholder 
Cattle Valley: Cattle Valley Days 
Cattle Valley: Bent-Not Broken 
Cattle Valley: Arm Candy 
Cattle Valley: Recipe for Love 
Cattle Valley: Firehouse Heat 
Cattle Valley: Neil’s Guardian Angel 
Cattle Valley: Scarred 
Cattle Valley: Making the Grade 
Cattle Valley: To Service and Protect 
Cattle Valley: The O’Brien Way 
Cattle Valley: Ghost from the Past 
Cattle Valley: Hawk’s Landing 
Cattle Valley: Shooting Star 
Karaoke at the Tumbleweed 
Legend Anthology: Healing Doctor Ryan 
Joey’s First Time 
Between Two Lovers 
Corporate Passion 


Poker Night: Texas Hold Em 


Poker Night: Slow-Play 
Poker Night: Different Suits 
Poker Night: Full House 
Men in Love: Reunion 
Bodyguards in Love: Brier’s Bargain 
Bodyguards in Love: Seb’s Surrender 
Bodyguards in Love: | Love Rock N Roll 
Bodyguards in Love: Taming Black Dog Four 
Bodyguards in Love: Seducing the Sheik 
Bodyguards in Love: To Bed a King 
Neo’s Realm: Liquid Crimson 
Neo’s Realm: Blood Trinity 
Neo’s Realm: Crimson Moon 
Seasons of Love: Spring 


Seasons of Love: Summer 


Also by Carol Lynne and T.A Chase 


Dracul’s Revenge: Dracul’s Blood 


Dracul’s Revenge: Anarchy in Blood 


The Haunting of St Xavier 


Carol loves to hear from readers. You can find her 
contact information, website and author biography at 


http://www.total-e-bound.com. 


Total-E-Bound Publishing 
i TEB bods 


_with_words 
_CROPPED 


www.total-e-bound.com 


Take a look at our exciting range of literagasmic™ 
erotic romance titles and discover pure quality 


at Total-E-Bound. 


